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			In Which the North Polar Practical Association Rushes a Document Across Two Worlds

			“Then Mr. Mas­ton, you pre­tend that a wom­an has nev­er been able to make math­e­mat­i­cal or ex­per­i­men­tal-sci­ence progress?”

			“To my ex­treme re­gret, I am obliged to, Mrs. Scor­bitt,” an­swered J. T. Mas­ton.

			“That there have been some very re­mark­able wom­en in math­e­mat­ics, es­pe­cial­ly in Rus­sia, I ful­ly and will­ing­ly agree with you. But, with her cere­bral con­for­ma­tion, she can­not be­come an Archimedes, much less a New­ton.”

			“Oh, Mr. Mas­ton, al­low me to protest in the name of my sex.”

			“A sex, Mrs. Scor­bitt, much too charm­ing to give it­self up to the high­er stud­ies.”

			“Well then, ac­cord­ing to your opin­ion, no wom­an see­ing an ap­ple fall could have dis­cov­ered the law of uni­ver­sal grav­i­ta­tion, so that it would have made her the most il­lus­tri­ous sci­en­tif­ic per­son of the sev­en­teenth cen­tu­ry?”

			“In see­ing an ap­ple fall, Mrs. Scor­bitt, a wom­an would have but the sin­gle idea—to eat it—for ex­am­ple, our moth­er Eve.”

			“Pshaw, I see very well that you de­ny us all ap­ti­tude for high spec­u­la­tions.”

			“All ap­ti­tude? No, Mrs. Scor­bitt, and in the mean­while I would like to prove to you that since there are in­hab­i­tants on earth, and con­se­quent­ly wom­en, there has not one fem­i­nine brain been found yet to which we owe any dis­cov­er­ies like those of Aris­to­tle, Eu­clid, Ke­pler, Laplace, etc.”

			“Is this a rea­son? And does the past al­ways prove the fu­ture?”

			“Well, a per­son who has done noth­ing in a thou­sand years, with­out a doubt, nev­er will do any­thing.”

			“I see now that I have to take our part, Mr. Mas­ton, and that we are not worth much.”

			“In re­gard to be­ing worth some­thing”—be­gan Mr. Mas­ton, with as much po­lite­ness as he could com­mand.

			But Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt, who was per­fect­ly will­ing to be sat­is­fied, an­swered prompt­ly: “Each one has his or her lot in this world. You may re­main the ex­tra­or­di­nary cal­cu­la­tor which you are, give your­self up en­tire­ly to the im­mense work to which your friends and your­self will de­vote their ex­is­tence. I will be the wom­an in the case and bring to it my pe­cu­niary as­sis­tance.”

			“And we will owe you an eter­nal grat­i­tude,” an­swered Mr. Mas­ton.

			Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt blushed de­li­cious­ly, for she felt, ac­cord­ing to re­port, a sin­gu­lar sym­pa­thy for J. T. Mas­ton. Be­sides, is not the heart of a wom­an an un­fath­omable gulf?

			It was re­al­ly an im­mense un­der­tak­ing to which this rich Amer­i­can wid­ow had re­solved to de­vote large sums of mon­ey.

			The scheme and its ex­pect­ed re­sults, briefly out­lined, were as fol­lows:

			The Arc­tic re­gions, ac­cu­rate­ly ex­pressed, in­clude ac­cord­ing to Mal­te­brun, Ro­clus, Saint-Mar­tin and oth­er high au­thor­i­ties on ge­og­ra­phy:

			
					
					The north­ern De­von, in­clud­ing the ice-cov­ered is­lands of Baf­fin’s Sea and Lan­cas­ter Sound.

				

					
					The north­ern Geor­gia, made up of banks and nu­mer­ous is­lands, such as the is­lands of Sabine, Byam-Mar­tin, Grif­fith, Corn­wal­lis, and Bathurst.

				

					
					The ar­chi­pel­ago of Baf­fin-Par­ry, in­clud­ing dif­fer­ent parts of the cir­cum­po­lar con­ti­nent, em­brac­ing Cum­ber­land, Southamp­ton, James-Som­mer­set, Booth­ia-Fe­lix, Melville, and oth­er parts near­ly un­known. Of this great area, crossed by the 78th par­al­lel, there are over 1,400,000 square miles of land and over 700,000 square miles of wa­ter.

				

			

			With­in this area in­trepid mod­ern dis­cov­er­ers have ad­vanced to the 84th de­gree of lat­i­tude, reach­ing sea­coasts lost be­hind the high chain of ice­bergs which may be called the Arc­tic High­lands, giv­en names to capes, to moun­tains, to gulfs, to bays, etc. But be­yond this 84th de­gree is mys­tery. It is the ter­ra incog­ni­ta of the chart mak­ers, and no­body knows as yet whether be­hind is hid­den land or wa­ter for a dis­tance of 6 de­grees over im­pass­able heaps of ice to the North Pole.

			It was in the year 189– that the Gov­ern­ment of the Unit­ed States con­ceived the idea of putting the as yet undis­cov­ered coun­tries around the North Pole up at auc­tion sale, and an Amer­i­can so­ci­ety had just been formed with the plan of pur­chas­ing this Arc­tic area and has asked the con­ces­sion.

			For sev­er­al years, it is true, the Con­fer­ence at Berlin had for­mu­lat­ed a spe­cial plan for the guid­ance of such of the great pow­ers as might wish to ap­pro­pri­ate rights un­der the claim of col­o­niza­tion or the open­ing of com­mer­cial mar­kets. This code was not ac­cept­able to all, and the Po­lar re­gion had re­mained with­out in­hab­i­tants. As that which be­longs to none be­longs to ev­ery­one, the new So­ci­ety did not wish mere­ly to oc­cu­py it, but to pur­chase it out­right, and so avoid fur­ther claims.

			There nev­er is in the Unit­ed States any project so bold as not to find peo­ple to re­gard it as prac­ti­cal and back it with large amounts of mon­ey. This was well shown a few years ago when the Gun Club of Bal­ti­more tried to send a pro­jec­tile to the moon, hop­ing to ob­tain a di­rect com­mu­ni­ca­tion with our satel­lite. Was it not en­ter­pris­ing Amer­i­cans who fur­nished funds for this un­der­tak­ing? Large amounts were nec­es­sary for this in­ter­est­ing tri­al and were prompt­ly found. And, had it been re­al­ized, would we not have to thank the mem­bers of that club who had dared to take the risk of this su­per­hu­man ex­pe­ri­ence?

			Should a Lesseps pro­pose to dig a chan­nel across Eu­rope to Asia, from the banks of the At­lantic to the wa­ters of Chi­na; should a well-sinker of­fer to bore from the curb­stones to reach the beds of molten sil­i­cates, to bring a sup­ply to your fire­places; should an en­ter­pris­ing elec­tri­cian want to unite the scat­tered cur­rents over the sur­face of the globe in­to one in­ex­haustible spring of heat and light; should a bold en­gi­neer con­ceive the idea of putting the ex­cess of sum­mer tem­per­a­ture in­to large reser­voirs for use dur­ing the win­ter in our then frigid zones; should an anony­mous so­ci­ety be found­ed to do any of a hun­dred dif­fer­ent sim­i­lar things, there would be found Amer­i­cans ready to head the sub­scrip­tion lists and a reg­u­lar stream of dol­lars would pour in­to the com­pa­ny safes as freely as the rivers of Amer­i­ca flow in­to the ocean.

			It is nat­u­ral to ex­pect that opin­ions were very var­ied when the news spread that the Arc­tic re­gion was go­ing to be sold at auc­tion for the ben­e­fit of the high­est and fi­nal bid­der, par­tic­u­lar­ly when no pub­lic sub­scrip­tion list was start­ed in view of this pur­chase, as the cap­i­tal had all been se­cured be­fore­hand.

			To use the Arc­tic re­gion? Why, such an idea could “on­ly be found in the brain of a fool,” was the gen­er­al ver­dict.

			Noth­ing, how­ev­er, was more se­ri­ous than this project. A prospec­tus was sent to the pa­pers of the two con­ti­nents, to the Eu­ro­pean pub­li­ca­tions, to the African, Ocean­ic, Asi­at­ic, and at the same time to the Amer­i­can jour­nals. The Amer­i­can news­pa­per an­nounce­ment read as fol­lows:

			
				“To the In­hab­i­tants of the Globe:

				“The Arc­tic re­gion sit­u­at­ed with­in the eighty-fourth de­gree could not hereto­fore have been sold at auc­tion for the very ex­cel­lent rea­son that it had not been dis­cov­ered as of yet.

				“The ex­treme points reached by nav­i­ga­tors of dif­fer­ent coun­tries are the fol­low­ing:

				“82° 5′, reached by the Eng­lish ex­plor­er, Par­ry, in Ju­ly 1847, on the twen­ty-eighth merid­i­an, west, to the north of Spitzberg.

				“83° 0′ 8″, reached by Markham, with the Eng­lish ex­pe­di­tion of Sir John Georges Nares, in May 1867, on the fifti­eth merid­i­an, west, in the north of Grin­nell Land.

				“83° 5′ lat­i­tude, reached by Lock­wood and Brainard, of the Amer­i­can ex­pe­di­tion un­der Lieut. Greely, in May 1882, on the forty-sec­ond merid­i­an, west in the north of Nares Land.

				“The prop­er­ty ex­tend­ing from the eighty-fourth par­al­lel to the pole on a sur­face of six de­grees must be con­sid­ered an un­di­vid­ed do­main among the dif­fer­ent states of the globe and not li­able to be trans­formed in­to pri­vate prop­er­ty through a pub­lic auc­tion sale.

				“No one is com­pelled to live in this sec­tion, and the Unit­ed States, re­ly­ing on this non-own­er­ship, has re­solved to pro­vide for the set­tle­ment and use of the do­main. A com­pa­ny has been found­ed at Bal­ti­more un­der the name of the North Po­lar Prac­ti­cal As­so­ci­a­tion, rep­re­sent­ing of­fi­cial­ly the Amer­i­can Union. This Com­pa­ny in­tends to pur­chase the said coun­try ac­cord­ing to the com­mon law, which should then give them an ab­so­lute right of pro­pri­etor­ship to the con­ti­nent, is­lands, in­lets, wa­ters, rivers, etc.; in fact, of ev­ery­thing of which the Arc­tic re­gion is com­posed. It is well un­der­stood by the law of na­tions that this ti­tle of pro­pri­etor­ship can­not be touched un­der any cir­cum­stances, no mat­ter what shall hap­pen.

				“These con­di­tions hav­ing been laid be­fore all the pow­ers, the Arc­tic re­gion is to be sold at pub­lic auc­tion for the ben­e­fit of the high­est and last bid­der. The date of the sale is set for the 3rd of De­cem­ber of the cur­rent year, in the Auc­tion Hall at Bal­ti­more, Mary­land, Unit­ed States of Amer­i­ca.

				“Ad­dress for in­for­ma­tion Mr. W.S. Forster, Tem­po­rary Agent for the North Po­lar Prac­ti­cal As­so­ci­a­tion, 93 High Street, Bal­ti­more.”

			

			The read­er may imag­ine how this com­mu­ni­ca­tion was re­ceived by the pub­lic at large. Most peo­ple con­sid­ered it as an ab­surd idea. Some on­ly saw in it a sam­ple of char­ac­ter­is­tic Amer­i­can hum­bug. Oth­ers thought that the propo­si­tion de­served to be fair­ly con­sid­ered, and they point­ed to the fact that the new­ly-found­ed com­pa­ny did not in any way ap­peal to the pub­lic for pe­cu­niary help, but was will­ing to do ev­ery­thing with its own cap­i­tal. It was with its own mon­ey that it want­ed to pur­chase the Arc­tic re­gion. The pro­mot­ers did not try to put gold, sil­ver, and ban­knotes in­to their pock­ets and keep them for their own ben­e­fit. No, they on­ly asked per­mis­sion to pay for the land with their own mon­ey.

			Some peo­ple who claimed to know said that the Com­pa­ny could have gone to work and tak­en pos­ses­sion of the coun­try with­out any fur­ther cer­e­mo­ny, as it was their right as first oc­cu­pants. But that is just where the dif­fi­cul­ty came in, be­cause un­til this time the Pole seemed to be for­bid­den ground to any­one. There­fore, in case the Unit­ed States should give pos­ses­sion of the coun­try, the Com­pa­ny want­ed a reg­u­lar ti­tle to it with­out trou­ble about the mat­ter in the fu­ture. It was un­just to blame them in any way, as in such an af­fair too many pre­cau­tions can­not be tak­en. Be­sides, the cir­cu­lar had a para­graph which pro­vid­ed for all fu­ture chances. This para­graph was ca­pa­ble of so many in­ter­pre­ta­tions that the ex­act mean­ing of it could not be ren­dered even by those who stud­ied it close­ly. It was stip­u­lat­ed that the right of pro­pri­etor­ship should not de­pend up­on any chances or changes in the coun­try, no mat­ter whether these changes were in the po­si­tion or cli­mate of the coun­try.

			What did this phrase mean? How could there ev­er be any changes in the ge­og­ra­phy or me­te­o­rol­o­gy of a coun­try like this one to be sold at auc­tion? “Ev­i­dent­ly,” said some shrewd ones, “there must be some­thing be­hind it.”

			The com­men­ta­tors had free swing and ex­er­cised it with a will. One pa­per in Phil­a­del­phia pub­lished the fol­low­ing pleas­ant no­tice:

			
				“Un­doubt­ed­ly the fu­ture pur­chasers of the Arc­tic re­gion have in­for­ma­tion that a hard stone comet will strike this world un­der such con­di­tions that its blow will pro­duce ge­o­graph­ic and me­te­o­ro­log­ic changes such as the pur­chasers of the Arc­tic re­gion will prof­it by.”

			

			The idea of a blow with a hard stone plan­et was not ac­cept­ed by se­ri­ous peo­ple. In any case it was not like­ly that the would-be pur­chasers would have been in­formed of such a com­ing event.

			“Per­haps,” said a New Or­leans news­pa­per, “the new Com­pa­ny thinks the pre­ces­sion of the equinox will in time fa­vor the con­di­tions like­ly to lead to the uti­liza­tion of this do­main.”

			“And why not? Be­cause this move­ment mod­i­fies the di­rec­tion of the ax­is of our spher­oid,” ob­served an­oth­er cor­re­spon­dent.

			“Re­al­ly,” an­swered the Sci­en­tif­ic Re­view, of Paris. “As Ad­he­mar has pre­dict­ed in his book on the ocean cur­rents, the pre­ces­sion of the equinox, com­bined with the move­ment of the earth’s ax­is, will be such as to mod­i­fy in a long pe­ri­od the av­er­age tem­per­a­ture of the dif­fer­ent parts of the earth and in the quan­ti­ties of ice ac­cu­mu­lat­ed around the two poles.”

			“This is not cer­tain,” replied the Ed­in­burgh Re­view, “and, be­sides, sup­pos­ing that this would be the case, is not a lapse of 12,000 years nec­es­sary be­fore Ve­ga be­comes our po­lar star in con­se­quence of this move­ment and the sit­u­a­tion of the Arc­tic ter­ri­to­ry con­se­quent­ly changed in re­gard to its cli­mate?”

			“Well,” said the Copen­hagen Dag­blad, “in 12,000 years it will be time to make prepa­ra­tions, and be­fore that time risk noth­ing—not even a cent.”

			It was pos­si­ble that the Sci­en­tif­ic Re­view was right with Ad­he­mar. It was al­so very prob­a­ble that the North Po­lar Prac­ti­cal As­so­ci­a­tion had nev­er count­ed on this mod­i­fi­ca­tion of cli­mate due to the pre­ces­sion of the equinox. In fact, no­body had clear­ly dis­cov­ered what this last para­graph in the cir­cu­lar meant nor what kind of change it had in view.

			Per­haps to know it, it would suf­fice to write to the Sec­re­tary of the new So­ci­ety, or par­tic­u­lar­ly its Pres­i­dent. But the Pres­i­dent was un­known. Un­known as much as the Sec­re­tary and all oth­er mem­bers of the Coun­cil. It was not even known where the doc­u­ment came from. It was brought to the of­fices of the New York news­pa­pers by a cer­tain William S. Forster, a cod­fish deal­er of Bal­ti­more, a mem­ber of the house of Ardrinell & Co. Ev­ery­thing was so qui­et and mys­te­ri­ous in the mat­ter that the best re­porters could not make out what it was all about. This North Po­lar As­so­ci­a­tion had been so anony­mous that it was im­pos­si­ble even to give it a def­i­nite name.

			If, how­ev­er, the pro­mot­ers of this spec­u­la­tion per­sist­ed in mak­ing their per­son­nel an ab­so­lute mys­tery, their in­ten­tion was clear­ly in­di­cat­ed by the doc­u­ment spread be­fore the pub­lic of two worlds.

			Re­al­ly, af­ter all, the ques­tion was the pur­chase of that part of the arc­tic re­gions bound­ed by the 84th de­gree, and of which the North Pole was the cen­tral point. Noth­ing very ex­act con­cern­ing this re­gion was known. The mod­ern dis­cov­er­ers who had been near­est to this par­al­lel were Par­ry, Markham, Lock­wood and Brainard. In re­gard to the oth­er nav­i­ga­tors of the north­ern seas they stopped far short of the above-men­tioned point—such as Payez, in 1874, to 82° 5′ north of the land of Fran­cis Joseph, of New Zem­ble; Le­out, in 1870, to 72°4′ above Siberia; De Long in the Jeanette ex­pe­di­tion, in 1879, to 78° 5′ around the is­lands which bear his name. Oth­ers went around New Siberia and Green­land to the end of the Cape Bis­mar­ck, but had not passed the 76th, 77th, or 78th de­gree of lat­i­tude. The North Po­lar Prac­ti­cal As­so­ci­a­tion want­ed then a coun­try which had nev­er been touched be­fore by mankind or dis­cov­er­ers, and which was ab­so­lute­ly un­in­hab­it­ed.

			The length of this por­tion of the globe sur­round­ed by the 84th de­gree, ex­tend­ing from the 84th to the 90th, mak­ing six de­grees, which at six­ty miles each make a ra­dius of 360 miles and a di­am­e­ter of 720 miles. The cir­cum­fer­ence there­fore is, 2,260 miles and the sur­face 407 square miles. This is about the tenth part of the whole of Eu­rope. A very de­sir­able slice of land in­deed. The doc­u­ment, as we have seen, al­so stat­ed that these re­gions were not yet known ge­o­graph­i­cal­ly, be­longed to no one and there­fore be­longed to ev­ery­one. But it could be fore­seen that the ad­join­ing States at least would con­sid­er these re­gions as the pro­lon­ga­tion of their own pos­ses­sion to­wards the north and would con­se­quent­ly claim the right of own­er­ship. Their pre­ten­sions would have more jus­tice than those of dis­cov­er­ers who op­er­at­ed up­on the whole of the Arc­tic coun­tries and made ex­plo­rations on­ly for the glo­ry of their own na­tion. The Fed­er­al Gov­ern­ment rep­re­sent­ed in the new So­ci­ety in­tend­ed to make their rights valu­able and to in­dem­ni­fy them for the price of their pur­chase. How­ev­er it was the par­ti­sans of the North Po­lar Prac­ti­cal As­so­ci­a­tion did not an­nounce; the pro­pri­etor­ship was clear, and no­body be­ing com­pelled to live there could ob­ject to the auc­tion sale of this vast do­main.

			The coun­tries whose rights were ab­so­lute­ly es­tab­lished as much as those of any coun­tries could be were six in num­ber—Amer­i­ca, Eng­land, Rus­sia, Den­mark, Swe­den-Nor­way and Hol­land.

			Oth­er coun­tries could claim dis­cov­er­ies made by their mariners and their trav­ellers.

			France could in­ter­fere be­cause some of her chil­dren had tak­en part in the ex­pe­di­tions sent out to con­quer the ter­ri­to­ries around the pole.

			Among the oth­ers the coura­geous Bel­lot, who died in 1853, in the is­lands of Beechey, dur­ing the Phoenix Ex­pe­di­tion sent in search of Sir John Franklin. Nor must one for­get Dr. Oc­tave Pavy, who died in 1884, near Cape Sabine, while the Greely Mis­sion was at Fort Con­ger. And the ex­pe­di­tion which, in 1838–39, had gone to the Sea of Spitzberg with Charles Marmi­er, Bra­vais and his coura­geous com­pan­ions, would it not be un­fair to for­get them. But de­spite all this France did not care to in­ter­fere in this com­mer­cial rather than sci­en­tif­ic mat­ter, and she aban­doned all her rights for a share of the po­lar pie. The same of Ger­many. It had sent since 1671 the Ham­burg ex­pe­di­tion of Fred­er­ic Martens to the Spits­ber­gen, and in 1869 and ’70 the ex­pe­di­tions of the Ger­ma­nia and of the Hansa, com­mand­ed by Kold­er­vey and Hege­man, which went as far as Cape Bis­mar­ck by go­ing along the coast of Green­land. But even if they had made so many bril­liant dis­cov­er­ies they did not care to add a piece of the po­lar em­pire to that of Ger­many. The same was true with Aus­tria, which was al­ready pos­ses­sor of the land of Fran­cis Joseph, sit­u­at­ed north of Siberia.

			In re­gard to Italy hav­ing no right to in­ter­fere, she did not in­ter­fere at all; which is as strange as it is true. Then, al­so, there were the Es­ki­mo, which are at home in those places, and the in­hab­i­tants of Green­land, of Labrador, of Baf­fin’s Ar­chi­pel­ago and of the Aleu­tian Is­lands, sit­u­at­ed be­tween Asia and Amer­i­ca, and al­so the tribe of Tchouk­tchis, who in­hab­it­ed the old Rus­sian Alas­ka and who be­came Amer­i­cans in 1867. These peo­ple, in re­al­i­ty the re­al abo­rig­ines, had noth­ing at all to say about the mat­ter. And how could these poor wretch­es have said any­thing, as they did not even have any sum of mon­ey, no mat­ter how small, with which to pay for the land which the North Po­lar Prac­ti­cal As­so­ci­a­tion was go­ing to buy. Per­haps they could have paid a small sum by giv­ing skins, teeth or oil, and yet the land be­longed to them more than to any oth­ers, as they were the first oc­cu­pants of this do­main which was go­ing to be sold on auc­tion. But the Es­ki­mo, the Tchouk­tchis, the Samoyedes were not con­sult­ed at all. So runs the world.

		
	
		
			In Which the Delegates from England, Holland, Sweden, Denmark and Russia Are Presented to the Reader

			One thing was ev­i­dent to the whole world at once, name­ly, that if the new as­so­ci­a­tion should suc­ceed in buy­ing the Arc­tic re­gions, those re­gions would be­come ab­so­lute­ly the prop­er­ty of Amer­i­ca or rather of the Unit­ed States, a coun­try which was al­ways try­ing to ac­quire some­thing. This was not a pleas­ing prospect to ri­val gov­ern­ments, but nev­er­the­less, as has been said, the dif­fer­ent States of Eu­rope and of Asia not neigh­bor­ing to these re­gions, re­fused to take part in the pro­posed auc­tion sale so long as its re­sults seemed so prob­lem­at­i­cal to them. On­ly the pow­ers whose prop­er­ty touched the eighty-fourth de­gree re­solved to make their rights valu­able by the at­ten­dance of of­fi­cial del­e­gates. That was all. They did not care to buy even at a rel­a­tive­ly mod­er­ate price land the pos­ses­sion of which was on­ly a pos­si­bil­i­ty. In this as in all cas­es in­sa­tiable Eng­land gave or­ders to its fi­nan­cial agents to make an im­pos­ing show­ing. The ces­sion of the po­lar coun­tries did not threat­en any Eu­ro­pean trou­ble nor any in­ter­na­tion­al com­pli­ca­tion. Herr von Bis­mar­ck, the grand Iron Chan­cel­lor, who was yet liv­ing, did not even knit his heavy brow. There re­mained on­ly Eng­land, Den­mark, Swe­den, Nor­way, Hol­land and Rus­sia to be present and make their bids to the Com­mis­sion­er of Bal­ti­more, against those of the Unit­ed States.

			It was a dif­fi­cult mat­ter to fix prices for this po­lar earth cap, the busi­ness val­ue of which was at least very prob­lem­at­ic. Their main rea­son for pre­sent­ing them­selves at the sale was that some ad­van­tage might ac­crue to them. Swe­den and Nor­way, pro­pri­etors of the North Cape, sit­u­at­ed be­yond the sev­en­ty-sec­ond par­al­lel, did not con­ceal the fact that they thought they had cer­tain rights of pro­pri­etor­ship on these vast lands which ex­tend­ed to Spits­ber­gen, and from there to the North Pole. Den­mark said that it had al­ready in its pos­ses­sion is­lands and fjords on the line of the po­lar cir­cle where their colonies had been found­ed, such as Disko Is­land, in the Davis Chan­nel; the set­tle­ments of Hol­stein, of Proven, of God­haven, of Up­per­navik, in the Baf­fin Sea, and on the west coast of Green­land. Be­sides, did not the fa­mous nav­i­ga­tor, Behring (of Dan­ish ori­gin, al­though he was then in the ser­vice of Rus­sia), in the year 1728 pass over the chan­nel which af­ter­wards car­ried his name be­fore he start­ed again, thir­teen years lat­er, and died mis­er­ably with thir­ty of his men on a lit­tle is­land, which al­so car­ries his dis­tin­guished name.

			In the year 1619 did not the nav­i­ga­tor, Jean Munk, ex­plore the east coast of Green­land and dis­cov­er sev­er­al points for­mer­ly to­tal­ly un­known? There­fore, Den­mark had, she thought, undis­putable rights to be pro­pri­etor of these re­gions.

			In re­gard to Hol­land, there were her sailors Bar­entz and Heemskerk, who had vis­it­ed the Spits­ber­gen and the New Zea­land about the end of the six­teenth cen­tu­ry. It was by one of her chil­dren too, Jean Mayen, through whose coura­geous cam­paign against the north the is­land which car­ries his name came in their pos­ses­sion. It is sit­u­at­ed be­low the 72nd de­gree of lat­i­tude. There­fore Hol­land thought her past had giv­en her rights of pos­ses­sion. In re­gard to Rus­sia, with Alex­is Tschirikof, hav­ing Behring un­der his com­mand; with Paulut­s­ki, whose ex­pe­di­tion ad­vanced in 1751 be­yond the lim­its of the ice-pack; with Capt. Mar­tin Spang­berg, and Lieut. William Wal­ton, who dared to go in­to these un­known parts in 1739, she had tak­en a no­table part in the search across the gulf which sep­a­rates Asia and Amer­i­ca.

			Fur­ther­more, the po­si­tion of the Siberi­an ter­ri­to­ries, ex­tend­ing over 120 de­grees to the ex­treme lim­its of Kam­chat­ka, the length of the Asi­at­ic coast, where the Samoyedes, Yak­outes, Tchuok­tchis, and oth­er con­quered peo­ple lived, did Rus­sia not rule half of the North­ern Ocean? And then, on the 75th par­al­lel to with­in less than nine hun­dred miles from the pole, did she not pos­sess the is­lands of the new Siberia, the Ar­chi­pel­ago of Li­atkow, dis­cov­ered in the be­gin­ning of the eigh­teenth cen­tu­ry? And fi­nal­ly, since 1764, be­fore the Eng­lish, be­fore the Amer­i­cans, be­fore the Swedes, did not the nav­i­ga­tor Ts­chitschagoff search a pas­sage in the North to short­en the route be­tween the two con­ti­nents? How­ev­er, not­with­stand­ing this, it seemed that the Amer­i­cans were more anx­ious to be­come pos­ses­sors of this par­tic­u­lar­ly in­ac­ces­si­ble point of the globe than any­one else.

			They had of­ten tried to ob­tain it by de­vot­ing them­selves to the search of Sir John Franklin, with Grin­nel, with Kane, with Hayes, with Greely, with De Long, and oth­er coura­geous nav­i­ga­tors. They could al­so plead the ge­o­graph­i­cal sit­u­a­tion of their coun­try, which de­vel­ops it­self be­low the po­lar cir­cle from the Behring Sea to Hud­son’s Bay. And were not all these coun­tries, all these is­lands-Wol­las­ton, Prince Al­bert, Vic­to­ria, King William, Melville, Cock­burne, Banks, Baf­fin, not count­ing the thou­sand small pieces of the ar­chi­pel­ago—like a leaf spread­ing to the 90th de­gree? And then sup­pos­ing that the North Pole should be at­tached by an un­in­ter­rupt­ed line of ter­ri­to­ry to one of the large con­ti­nents of the globe, would it not be more to Amer­i­ca than to Asia or Eu­rope? There­fore, noth­ing was more nat­u­ral than the propo­si­tion to pur­chase this re­gion by the Fed­er­al Gov­ern­ment for the ben­e­fit of an Amer­i­can so­ci­ety.

			If any pow­er had undis­putable mod­ern rights to pos­sess the po­lar do­main it was cer­tain­ly the Unit­ed States of Amer­i­ca. It must al­so be con­sid­ered that the Unit­ed King­dom of Great Britain, which pos­sessed Cana­da and British Co­lum­bia, nu­mer­ous sailors of which had dis­tin­guished them­selves in these Arc­tic coun­tries, urged very good rea­sons for an­nex­ing this part of the globe to their vast em­pire. And its jour­nals dis­cussed the mat­ter at great length. “Yes, with­out a doubt,” an­swered the great Eng­lish ge­og­ra­pher, Klip­tringan, in an ar­ti­cle in a Lon­don news­pa­per, which made a great sen­sa­tion; “yes, the Danes, the Hol­lan­ders, the Rus­sians, and the Amer­i­cans, can be proud of their rights.” As for Eng­land, she did not wish to let this coun­try es­cape her. Did not the north­ern part of the con­ti­nent al­ready be­long to them? Have not these lands, these is­lands which com­posed them, been dis­cov­ered and con­quered by Eng­lish dis­cov­er­ers since Willough­by, who vis­it­ed Spits­ber­gen and New Zea­land in 1739, to Mc­Clure, whose ves­sel made in 1853 the pas­sage of the north­west? And then were not Fro­bish­er, Davis, Hall, Wey­mouth, Hud­son, Baf­fin, Cook, Ross, Par­ry, Bechey, Belch­er, Franklin, Mul­grave, Scores­by, Mac­Clin­ton, Kennedy, Nares, Collinson, Archer, all of An­glo-Sax­on ori­gin? And what coun­try could make a more just claim on the por­tion of these Arc­tic re­gions that that which these nav­i­ga­tors had been able to ac­quire? “Well,” said a Cal­i­for­nia jour­nal, “let us put the mat­ter on its re­al point, and as there is a ques­tion of amour-pro­pre be­tween the Unit­ed States and Eng­land, let us ask, If the Eng­lish Markham of the Nares ex­pe­di­tion had gone 83 de­grees 20 min­utes of lat­i­tude and the Amer­i­cans, Lock­wood and Brainard, of the Greely ex­pe­di­tion, went to 83 de­grees 35 min­utes, to whom then does the hon­or be­long of hav­ing come near­est to the North Pole?”

			Such were the de­mands and ex­pla­na­tions, but one could see that the strug­gle would on­ly be ac­tive be­tween Amer­i­can dol­lars and Eng­lish pounds ster­ling. How­ev­er, ac­cord­ing to the propo­si­tion made by the North Po­lar Prac­ti­cal As­so­ci­a­tion all coun­tries had to be con­sult­ed and giv­en a chance at the auc­tion. The sale was an­nounced to take place Dec. 3, at Bal­ti­more. The sum re­al­ized by the sale was to be di­vid­ed among the States which were un­suc­cess­ful bid­ders, and they were to ac­cept it as in­dem­ni­ty and re­nounce all their rights in the Arc­tic re­gions for the fu­ture.

			The del­e­gates, fur­nished with their let­ters of cred­it, left Lon­don. The Hague, Stock­holm, Copen­hagen, and St. Pe­ters­burg, and ar­rived three weeks be­fore the day fixed for the auc­tion sale.

			Up to this time Amer­i­ca had on­ly been rep­re­sent­ed by Mr. W. S. Forster, of the North Po­lar Prac­ti­cal As­so­ci­a­tion.

			The del­e­gates of the Eu­ro­pean pow­ers who had been cho­sen were in­clud­ed in the fol­low­ing list:

			For Hol­land—Jacques Jansen, for­mer­ly Coun­sel­lor of the Nether­lan­dish In­dia; fifty-three years old, stout, short, well formed, small arms, small bent legs, round and florid face, gray hair; a wor­thy man, on­ly a lit­tle in­cred­u­lous on the sub­ject of an un­der­tak­ing the prac­ti­cal con­se­quences of which he failed to see.

			For Den­mark—Er­ic Balde­nak, ex-Sub-Gov­er­nor of the Green­lan­dish pos­ses­sions; of medi­um height, a lit­tle bent over, large and round head, so short­sight­ed that the point of his nose would touch his books; not will­ing to lis­ten to any claim deny­ing the rights of his coun­try, which he con­sid­ered the le­git­i­mate pro­pri­etor of the north­ern re­gion.

			For the Swedish-Nor­we­gian penin­su­la—Jan Har­ald, Pro­fes­sor of Cos­mog­ra­phy in Chris­tia­nia; a gen­uine North­ern man, red-faced, beard and hair blond; he re­gard­ed it as an es­tab­lished fact that the Po­lar re­gion, be­ing on­ly oc­cu­pied by the Pa­le­ocristic Sea, had ab­so­lute­ly no val­ue. He was, how­ev­er, not much in­ter­est­ed in the mat­ter and went there on­ly as a du­ty.

			For Rus­sia—Col. Boris Karkof, se­mi-mil­i­tary man, se­mi-diplo­mat; a stiff, stub­by mus­tache, seem­ing un­com­fort­able in his cit­i­zen clothes and feel­ing ab­sent­mind­ed­ly for his sword which he was ac­cus­tomed to car­ry; very much puz­zled to know what was hid­den in the propo­si­tion of the North Po­lar Prac­ti­cal As­so­ci­a­tion, and whether it would not be the cause of in­ter­na­tion­al dif­fi­cul­ties.

			Fi­nal­ly for Eng­land—Ma­jor Donel­lan and his sec­re­tary, Dean Toodrink. The last two named rep­re­sent­ed all the tastes and as­pi­ra­tions of the Unit­ed King­dom, its com­mer­cial and in­dus­tri­al in­stincts, its ap­ti­tude to con­sid­er, by a law of na­ture, the north­ern re­gions their own prop­er­ty just as any coun­try which did not be­long to any­one else.

			If there ev­er was an En­glish­man it was Ma­jor Donel­lan, tall, mea­gre, bony, ner­vous, an­gu­lar, with a lit­tle cough, a head à la Palmer­ston, on bend­ing shoul­ders; legs well formed af­ter his six­ty years; in­de­fati­ga­ble, a qual­i­ty he had well shown when he worked on the fron­tiers of In­dia. He nev­er laughed in those days, and per­haps nev­er had. And why should he? Did you ev­er see a lo­co­mo­tive or a steam en­gine or an el­e­va­tor laugh? On this point the Ma­jor was very much dif­fer­ent from his sec­re­tary, Dean Toodrink, a talk­a­tive fel­low, very pleas­ant, with large head, and his hair fall­ing on his fore­head, and small eyes. He be­came well known on ac­count of his hap­py man­ner and his taste for fairy tales. But, even if he was cheer­ful, he did not seem any less per­son­al­ly con­ceit­ed than Ma­jor Donel­lan when he talked about Great Britain.

			These two del­e­gates were prob­a­bly go­ing to be the most des­per­ate op­po­nents to the Amer­i­can So­ci­ety. The North Pole be­longed to them; it al­ways be­longed to them. It was to them as if the Lord had giv­en the mis­sion to the Eng­lish peo­ple to keep up the ro­ta­tion of the earth around its ax­is, and as if it was their du­ty to pre­vent it pass­ing in­to strange hands. It is nec­es­sary to ob­serve here that France did not con­sid­er it nec­es­sary to send a del­e­gate, but an en­gi­neer, of France, was present at the sale, just for the fun of it. We shall in­tro­duce him lat­er on. The del­e­gates of the North­ern Eu­ro­pean States had ar­rived in Bal­ti­more on dif­fer­ent steam­ers, to give it the ap­pear­ance that they had noth­ing at all to do with each oth­er. They were re­al­ly ri­vals. Each one of them had in his pock­et the nec­es­sary means to fight against the Amer­i­can So­ci­ety. But they could not fight with equal force. One could dis­pose of a sum of mon­ey which amount­ed to near­ly a mil­lion, an­oth­er could pass that amount. And re­al­ly to pur­chase a piece of our globe to reach which seemed an im­pos­si­bil­i­ty, this ought still ap­pear to be dear. In re­al­i­ty the best pro­vid­ed for was the Eng­lish del­e­gate, to whose or­der the Gov­ern­ment had opened a very large cred­it. Thanks to this cred­it Ma­jor Donel­lan would not have very hard work to con­quer his ad­ver­saries of Swe­den, Den­mark-Hol­land, and Rus­sia. In re­gard to Amer­i­ca—well, that was a dif­fer­ent thing. It would be much more dif­fi­cult to win against the fusil­lade of dol­lars. At least it was very prob­a­ble that the mys­te­ri­ous so­ci­ety must have enough mon­ey on hand to go on in their work. There­fore, the high­est bid­ding, which might come to mil­lions, was be­tween Amer­i­ca and Eng­land.

			As soon as the Eu­ro­pean del­e­gates had land­ed pub­lic opin­ion be­came more ex­cit­ed. The most sin­gu­lar sto­ries were print­ed in the news­pa­pers. False the­o­ries were es­tab­lished, based on the pur­chase of the North Pole. What was the So­ci­ety go­ing to do with it? And what could they do with it? Noth­ing; or per­haps it was all done to cor­ner the ice­berg mar­ket. There was even a jour­nal in Paris, the Fi­garo, which up­held this cu­ri­ous idea. But for this it would be nec­es­sary to pass south of the eighty-fourth par­al­lel.

			Be it as it may, how­ev­er, the del­e­gates who had avoid­ed each oth­er dur­ing their pas­sage over the At­lantic be­came more and more as­so­ci­at­ed af­ter hav­ing ar­rived in Bal­ti­more. Here is the rea­son: Since his ar­rival each one had tried to open com­mu­ni­ca­tions with the North Po­lar Prac­ti­cal As­so­ci­a­tion sep­a­rate­ly, un­known to the oth­er. That which they wished to know were the mo­tives hid­den at the bot­tom of this af­fair and what prof­it the So­ci­ety hoped to make out of the sale. Now, un­til the present time noth­ing in­di­cat­ed that the So­ci­ety had opened an of­fice at Bal­ti­more. No of­fice, no em­ploy­ees. All that could be learned was, “For in­for­ma­tion ad­dress on­ly William S. Forster, High Street, Bal­ti­more.” And it did not look as though the hon­est con­signee of cod­fish knew any more in this re­spect than the low­est street porter of the city.

			The del­e­gates could, there­fore, learn noth­ing from him. They were ac­cord­ing­ly com­pelled to re­ly up­on the more or less ab­surd guess­es of the pub­lic at large. Was the se­cret of the So­ci­ety go­ing to be kept in­pen­e­tra­ble as long as it did not make it known it­self? This was the ques­tion. With­out doubt it did not seem in­clined to give any in­for­ma­tion on the sub­ject un­til the pur­chase had been made. There­fore, it came that the del­e­gates fin­ished by see­ing and meet­ing each oth­er; they made vis­its to each oth­er, and fi­nal­ly came in close com­mu­ni­ca­tion with each oth­er, per­haps with the idea of mak­ing a front against the com­mon en­e­my, or, oth­er­wise, the Amer­i­can Com­pa­ny. And so it hap­pened that one evening they were all to­geth­er in the Ho­tel Woles­ley, in the suite oc­cu­pied by Ma­jor Donel­lan and his sec­re­tary, Dean Toodrink, hold­ing a con­fer­ence. In fact, this ten­den­cy to a com­mon un­der­stand­ing was prin­ci­pal­ly due to the ad­vice of Col. Boris Karkof, the best diplo­mat known. At first the con­ver­sa­tion was di­rect­ed to the com­mer­cial and in­dus­tri­al con­se­quences which the So­ci­ety pre­tend­ed to gain by pur­chase of the Arc­tic do­main. Prof. Jan Har­ald asked if any­one had been able to gain any in­for­ma­tion on that point. All fi­nal­ly agreed that they had tried to get in­for­ma­tion from Mr. William S. Forster, to whom all let­ters should be ad­dressed.

			“I have failed,” said Er­ic Balde­nak.

			“And I have not suc­ceed­ed,” added Jacques Jansen.

			“In re­gard to my­self,” an­swered Dean Toodrink, “when I pre­sent­ed my­self at the stores in High Street in the name of Ma­jor Donel­lan I found a large man in black clothes, wear­ing a high hat, with a white apron, which was short enough to show his high boots. When I asked him for in­for­ma­tion in the mat­ter he in­formed me that the South Star had ar­rived with a full car­go from New­found­land and that he was ready to fur­nish me with a fresh stock of cod­fish on ac­count of Messrs. Ardronell & Co.”

			“And,” an­swered the for­mer coun­sel­lor of the Dutch In­dies, al­ways a lit­tle scep­ti­cal, “it would be much bet­ter to buy a load of cod­fish than to throw one’s mon­ey in­to the ice-wa­ter of the North.”

			“This is not at all the ques­tion,” says Ma­jor Donel­lan, with a short and high voice. “The ques­tion is not the cod­fish, but the Po­lar re­gion.”

			“Amer­i­cans ought to stand on their heads,” said Dean Toodrink, laugh­ing at his own re­mark. “That will make them catch cold,” fi­nal­ly said Col. Karkof. “The ques­tion is not there,” said Ma­jor Donel­lan. “One thing on­ly is cer­tain, that for some rea­son or an­oth­er Amer­i­ca, rep­re­sent­ed by the N.P.P.A. (re­mark the word ‘prac­ti­cal’) wants to buy a sur­face of 407 square miles around the North Pole, a sur­face which is ac­tu­al­ly (re­mark the word ‘ac­tu­al­ly’) pierced by the eighty-fourth de­gree of lat­i­tude.”

			“We know it, Ma­jor Donel­lan, and much more,” said Jan Har­ald. “But what we do not know is how the said com­pa­ny will make use of those coun­tries or wa­ters, if they are wa­ters, from a com­mer­cial stand­point.”

			“This is not the ques­tion,” an­swered for the third time Ma­jor Donel­lan. “A pow­er wants to pur­chase with mon­ey a large part of the globe which, by its ge­o­graph­i­cal sit­u­a­tion, seems to be­long es­pe­cial­ly to Eng­land”—“to Rus­sia,” said Col. Karkof; “to Hol­land,” said Jacques Jansen; “to Swe­den-Nor­way,” said Jan Har­ald; “to Den­mark,” said Er­ic Balde­nak.

			The five del­e­gates jumped to their feet, and it seemed as if the Coun­cil would turn to harsh words, when Dean Toodrink tried to in­ter­fere the first time. “Gen­tle­men,” said he, in a tone of rec­on­cil­i­a­tion, “this is not the ques­tion, fol­low­ing the ex­pres­sion of my chief,” of which he made such fre­quent use. “As long as it has been de­cid­ed that the North­ern re­gions are go­ing to be sold at auc­tion, they will nat­u­ral­ly be­long to such rep­re­sen­ta­tive who will make the high­est bid for same. As long as Swe­den, Nor­way, Rus­sia, Den­mark, Hol­land, and Eng­land have giv­en large cred­its to their del­e­gates, would it not be best for these na­tions to form a syn­di­cate and raise a sum of mon­ey against which Amer­i­ca could not make a bid?” The del­e­gates looked at each oth­er. It was pos­si­ble that Dean Toodrink had found the miss­ing link. A syn­di­cate-at present it is heard ev­ery­where. Ev­ery­thing is syn­di­cate nowa­days, what one drinks, what one eats, what one reads, what one sleeps on. Noth­ing is more mod­ern, in pol­i­tics as well as busi­ness, than a trust. But an ob­jec­tion was start­ed, or rather an ex­pla­na­tion was need­ed, and Jacques Jansen tried to find out the sen­ti­ments of his col­leagues by say­ing, “and af­ter­wards,” yes, af­ter the pur­chase of the re­gion by the syn­di­cate, then what? “But it seems to me that Eng­land,” said the Ma­jor in a rough voice, “and Rus­sia,” said the Colonel, with nos­trils ter­ri­bly di­lat­ed, “and Hol­land,” said the Coun­sel­lor; “as God has giv­en Den­mark to the Dan­ish,” ob­served Er­ic Balde­nak—“Ex­cuse me, there is on­ly one coun­try,” in­ter­rupt­ed Dean Toodrink, “which has been giv­en by our Lord, and that is the world.” “And why,” said the Swedish del­e­gate? “Did not the po­et say

			
				Deus no­bis haec otia fecit,”

			

			said this mer­ry­man in trans­lat­ing ac­cord­ing to his fash­ion the close of the sixth verse of the first eclogue of Vir­gil. All be­gan to laugh ex­cept Ma­jor Donel­lan, who stopped for the sec­ond time the dis­cus­sion which threat­ened to fin­ish bad­ly. Then Dean Toodrink said, “Do not quar­rel, gen­tle­men. What good will it do us? Let us rather form a syn­di­cate.”

			“And af­ter­wards?” asked Jan Har­ald.

			“Af­ter­wards,” an­swered Dean Toodrink, “noth­ing more sim­ple, gen­tle­men. Af­ter you shall have bought the po­lar do­main it will re­main un­di­vid­ed among us or will be di­vid­ed af­ter a reg­u­lar in­dem­ni­ty to one of the States which have been pur­chasers. But our pur­pose would have al­ready been ob­tained, which is to save it from the rep­re­sen­ta­tive of Amer­i­ca.”

			This propo­si­tion did some good, at least for the present mo­ment. As very soon the del­e­gates would not fail to fight with each oth­er, and pull each oth­er’s hair where there was any to pull, it would be at the mo­ment when it was nec­es­sary to elect a fi­nal buy­er of this im­mov­able re­gion, so much dis­put­ed and so use­less.

			“In all cas­es,” clev­er­ly re­marked Dean Toodrink, “the Unit­ed States will be en­tire­ly out of the ques­tion.”

			“It seems to me very sen­si­ble,” said Er­ic Balde­nak.

			“Very handy,” said Col. Karkof.

			“Right,” said Jan Har­ald.

			“Mean,” said Jacques Jansen.

			“Very Eng­lish,” said Ma­jor Donel­lan.

			Each one had giv­en his opin­ion hop­ing to con­vince his col­leagues.

			“Then, gen­tle­men, it is per­fect­ly un­der­stood that if we form a syn­di­cate the rights of each State will be ab­so­lute­ly re­served for the fu­ture.” … It is un­der­stood. There was on­ly to be found out what cred­it the dif­fer­ent del­e­gates had re­ceived from their gov­ern­ments. It was sup­posed that the whole when added up would rep­re­sent such an enor­mous sum that there would not be the least doubt that the N.P.P.A. would fail to sur­pass this amount of mon­ey. This ques­tion of funds was met by Dean Toodrink.

			Com­plete si­lence. No­body would an­swer, show your pock­et­book. Emp­ty their pock­ets in­to the safes of a syn­di­cate. Make known in ad­vance how much each coun­try would bid at the sale. No haste was shown. And if there should be a dis­agree­ment in this new-formed syn­di­cate in the fu­ture, and cir­cum­stances should com­pel each one to make his own bids? And should the diplo­mat Karkof feel in­sult­ed at the trick­ery of Jacques Jansen, who would be in­sult­ed at the un­der­hand in­trigues of Jan Har­ald, who would refuse to sup­port the high pre­ten­sions of Ma­jor Donel­lan, who, him­self, would not stop to em­broil each one of his as­so­ciates. And now to show their cred­its-that was show­ing their play, when it was nec­es­sary to live up to it. There were re­al­ly two ways on­ly to an­swer the prop­er but in­dis­creet sug­ges­tion of Dean Toodrink. Ei­ther to ex­ag­ger­ate the cred­its, which would be very em­bar­rass­ing, be­cause it would then be the ques­tion of the pay­ment, or to di­min­ish them to such a point that they would be ridicu­lous and not to the pur­pose of the scheme. The ex-coun­sel­lor had this idea first, but it must be said to his cred­it, he did not se­ri­ous­ly hold it. His col­leagues, how­ev­er, fol­lowed suit. “Gen­tle­men,” said Hol­land, through its mouth­piece, “I re­gret, but for the pur­pose of the Arc­tic re­gions I can on­ly dis­pose of fifty riech­sthaler.” “And I of thir­ty-five rubles,” said Rus­sia. “And I of twen­ty kro­nors,” said Nor­way-Swe­den. “And I of fif­teen cro­nen,” said Den­mark. “Well,” said Ma­jor Donel­lan, in a tone well be­fit­ting the dis­dain­ful at­ti­tude so com­mon and nat­u­ral to the Eng­lish char­ac­ter, “then it would be bet­ter that you make the pur­chase, gen­tle­men, as Eng­land can on­ly put up at the most one shilling and six­pence.” And with this iron­i­cal re­mark the con­fer­ence of the del­e­gates of old Eu­rope was at an end.

		
	
		
			In Which the Arctic Regions Are Sold at Auction to the Highest Bidder

			Why was this sale on the 3rd of De­cem­ber go­ing to be held in the reg­u­lar auc­tion hall, where usu­al­ly on­ly such ob­jects as fur­ni­ture, uten­sils, tools, in­stru­ments, etc., or art pieces, pic­tures, medals, and an­tique ob­jects were sold? Why, so long as it was a piece of re­al­ty, was it not sold be­fore a ref­er­ee or a court of jus­tice ap­point­ed for such sales? And why was the aid of a pub­lic auc­tion­eer nec­es­sary when a part of our globe was go­ing to be sold? How could this piece of the world be com­pared with any mov­able ob­ject when it was the most fixed thing on the face of the earth? Re­al­ly, this seemed to be quite il­log­i­cal, but it was not so, since the whole of the Arc­tic re­gions was to be sold in such a way that the con­tract would be valu­able. Did this not in­di­cate that in the opin­ion of the N.P.P.A. the im­mov­able ob­ject in ques­tion con­tained some­thing mov­able?

			This sin­gu­lar­i­ty puz­zled even the most em­i­nent­ly saga­cious minds to be found in the Unit­ed States. On the oth­er hand, there had been such a sale in the past al­ready. One por­tion of our plan­et had been sold in the auc­tion-rooms with the help of a pub­lic ap­prais­er to the high­est pub­lic bid­der. And this case had hap­pened in Amer­i­ca.

			It was some years be­fore, in San Fran­cis­co, CA, an is­land of the Pa­cif­ic Ocean, Spencer Is­land, was sold to the rich William W. Kolderup, who bid $500,000 in op­po­si­tion to J. R. Task­i­nar, of Stock­ton. This is­land had cost $4,000,000. It is true it was an is­land which had in­hab­i­tants, on­ly a few miles away from the coast, with forests, wa­ter, pro­duc­tive and sol­id, with fields and prairies, in con­di­tion to be cul­ti­vat­ed, and not a vague wild re­gion of wa­ter cov­ered with eter­nal ice, de­fend­ed by im­pen­e­tra­ble ice­bergs, which very prob­a­bly no­body would ev­er live in. It was thought, there­fore, that the un­known po­lar re­gion would nev­er bring so high a price if sold at auc­tion. Nev­er­the­less, on the day of the sale a great many se­ri­ous and cu­ri­ous peo­ple as­sem­bled to learn the end of the af­fair.

			The sale could hard­ly fail to be in­ter­est­ing.

			Ev­er since their ar­rival in Bal­ti­more the Eu­ro­pean del­e­gates had found them­selves very much gazed at and al­ways sur­round­ed by many peo­ple. Of course they were much in­ter­viewed. In view of all this it was on­ly nat­u­ral that the pub­lic of Amer­i­ca should have be­come very much ex­cit­ed. One man­ner of ex­press­ing the pub­lic ex­cite­ment, very char­ac­ter­is­tic of Amer­i­cans, was to make bets up­on the re­sult, an ex­am­ple which Eu­rope quick­ly be­gan to fol­low. Di­vid­ed as the Amer­i­can cit­i­zens were in­to those of New Eng­land, those of the Mid­dle States, West­ern States, and East­ern States, there was on­ly one wish, and that was for the well-be­ing of their coun­try. But there was still a great deal of un­cer­tain­ty. It was nei­ther Rus­sia, nor Swe­den, nor Nor­way, nor Den­mark, nor Hol­land, the chances of which they dread­ed most. But it was Eng­land, with its ter­ri­to­ri­al am­bi­tions, with its on­ly too well-known ten­den­cy to swal­low ev­ery­thing, and its world-known Bank of Eng­land notes. Large sums of mon­ey were placed on the re­sult. Bets were made on Amer­i­ca and Great Britain, the same as on race­hors­es, and in al­most all cas­es even mon­ey was put up. Some of­fers were made of 12 and 13½ to 1 on Den­mark, Swe­den, Hol­land and Rus­sia, but none would take such an of­fer.

			The sale com­menced at 12 o’clock.

			Since ear­ly in the morn­ing all busi­ness had been stopped in the street on ac­count of the large crowd. By tele­graph the pa­pers were in­formed that most of the bets made by Amer­i­cans had been tak­en up by the Eng­lish, and Dean Toodrink im­me­di­ate­ly post­ed up a no­tice to that ef­fect in the auc­tion hall. The near­er the time came the high­er grew the ex­cite­ment. It was re­port­ed that the Gov­ern­ment of Great Britain had placed large sums of mon­ey at the dis­po­si­tion of Ma­jor Donel­lan. “At the of­fice of the Ad­mi­ral­ty,” ob­served one of the New York pa­pers, “the Ad­mi­rals pushed the sale as much as pos­si­ble, as they hoped to fig­ure con­spic­u­ous­ly in the ex­pe­di­tions fit­ted out.” How much truth there was in these sto­ries no one knew. But the most con­ser­va­tive peo­ple in Bal­ti­more thought that it was hard­ly pos­si­ble that the amount of mon­ey at the com­mand of the N.P.P.A. could cov­er the amount which would be bid by Eng­land, and there­fore a very strong pres­sure was put on the Gov­ern­ment of the Unit­ed States at Wash­ing­ton to pro­tect the in­ter­ests of the so­ci­ety. In all this ex­cite­ment the new so­ci­ety was rep­re­sent­ed by the sin­gle per­son, its agent, William S. Forster, who did not seem to wor­ry at all over all these ru­mors and seemed quite con­fi­dent of suc­cess.

			As the time for the auc­tion drew near the crowd grew larg­er. Three hours be­fore the sale it was im­pos­si­ble to ob­tain ad­mis­sion to the auc­tion hall. All the space set apart for the pub­lic was so much filled that there was dan­ger that the build­ing would fall in. There was on­ly a small space left emp­ty, sur­round­ed by a rail­ing, which had been re­served for the Eu­ro­pean del­e­gates. They had just space enough to fol­low the progress of the sale, and were not even com­fort­ably seat­ed.

			They were Er­ic Balde­nak, Boris Karkof, Jacques Jansen, Jan Har­ald, Ma­jor Donel­lan and his sec­re­tary, Dean Toodrink. They formed a sol­id group, stand­ing to­geth­er like sol­diers on a bat­tle­field. And were they not re­al­ly go­ing to bat­tle for the pos­ses­sion of the North Pole? On the Amer­i­can side ap­par­ent­ly no­body was rep­re­sent­ed. On­ly the cod­fish deal­er was present and his face had an ex­pres­sion of the most supreme in­dif­fer­ence.

			He seemed lit­tle con­cerned and ap­peared to be think­ing of his car­go which was to ar­rive by the next steam­er. Where were the cap­i­tal­ists rep­re­sent­ed by this man, who, per­haps, was go­ing to start mil­lions of dol­lars rolling? This was such a mys­tery as to ex­cite pub­lic cu­rios­i­ty to the ut­most.

			No one doubt­ed that Mr. J. T. Mas­ton and Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt had some­thing to do with the mat­ter, but what could one guess on? Both were there, lost in the crowd, with­out any spe­cial place, sur­round­ed by some mem­bers of the Bal­ti­more Gun Club, friends of Mr. Mas­ton. They seemed to be the least in­ter­est­ed spec­ta­tors in the hall. Mr. William S. Forster even did not seem to rec­og­nize them.

			The auc­tion­eer be­gan by say­ing that con­trary to the gen­er­al rule it was im­pos­si­ble to show the ar­ti­cle about to be sold. He could not pass from hand to hand the North Pole. Nei­ther could they ex­am­ine it nor look at it with a mag­ni­fy­ing glass or touch it with their fin­gers to see whether the plat­ing was re­al or on­ly ar­ti­fi­cial, or whether it was an an­tique, which it re­al­ly was, he said. It was as old as stone, it was as old as the world, since it dat­ed back to the time the world was made.

			If, how­ev­er, the North Pole was not on the desk of the Pub­lic Ap­prais­er, a large chart, clear in view of all in­ter­est­ed per­sons, in­di­cat­ed with marked lines the parts which were go­ing to be sold at auc­tion. Sev­en­teen de­grees be­low the Po­lar Cir­cle was a red line, clear­ly seen on the 84th par­al­lel, which marked the sec­tion on the globe put up for sale. It ap­peared that there was on­ly wa­ter in this re­gion cov­ered with ice of con­sid­er­able thick­ness. But this was the risk of the pur­chas­er. In any case he would not be dis­ap­point­ed in the na­ture of his mer­chan­dise by any mis­rep­re­sen­ta­tion.

			At 12 o’clock ex­act­ly the pub­lic auc­tion­eer en­tered by a lit­tle trap-door cut in the boards of the floor and took his place be­fore the desk. His crier, Flint, had al­ready ar­rived, and was walk­ing up and down as ag­i­tat­ed as a bear in a cage. Both were glad at the prospect, as they thought that the sale would run up to an enor­mous sum and put a large and ac­cept­able per­cent­age in their pock­ets. Of course the sale would have to be made un­der the reg­u­lar, re­al Amer­i­can rule, “ready cash.”

			The amount of mon­ey, no mat­ter how large it would be, must be raised by the del­e­gates. At this mo­ment a large bell ring­ing with vig­or in­di­cat­ed that the bid­ding was go­ing to be­gin. What a solemn mo­ment! Many hearts quiv­ered in that neigh­bor­hood. A mi­nor ri­ot spread among the crowd out­side and reached in­to the hall, and An­drew R. Gilmour, the auc­tion­eer, had to wait un­til qui­et was re­stored. He got up and looked steadi­ly at his as­sis­tants. Then he let his eye­glass­es fall on his breast and said in as qui­et a voice as pos­si­ble: “Gen­tle­men, ac­cord­ing to the plan of the Fed­er­al gov­ern­ment, and thanks to the ac­qui­es­cence giv­en it by the Eu­ro­pean pow­ers, we will sell a great fixed mass, sit­u­at­ed around the North Pole, all that is with­in the lim­its of the 84th par­al­lel, con­ti­nents, wa­ters, bays, is­lands, ice­bergs, sol­id parts or liq­uid, what­ev­er they may be.” Then, turn­ing to­wards the wall, he said “Look at this chart, which has been out­lined ac­cord­ing to the lat­est dis­cov­er­ies. You will see that the sur­face of this lot con­tains 407,000 square miles. There­fore, to make the sale eas­i­er, it has been de­cid­ed that the bids should be made for each square mile. Each cent bid, for in­stance, will be equal to 407,000 cents and each dol­lar 407,000 dol­lars on the to­tal pur­chase. A lit­tle si­lence, please, gen­tle­men.”

			This re­quest was not su­per­flu­ous, be­cause the im­pa­tience of the pub­lic had reached such a de­gree that the voice of a bid­der would hard­ly be heard. Af­ter par­tial si­lence had been es­tab­lished, thanks to the in­dus­try of the crier, Flint, who roared like a foghorn, Mr. Gilmour re­sumed as fol­lows: “Be­fore be­gin­ning I will men­tion on­ly one con­di­tion of the sale. No mat­ter what changes should hap­pen, ei­ther from a ge­o­graph­i­cal or me­te­o­ro­log­i­cal stand­point, this re­gion af­ter be­ing sold to the high­est bid­der is ab­so­lute­ly his own be­yond any dis­pute, and the oth­er coun­tries have no right of pos­ses­sion what­ev­er as long as the ter­ri­to­ry is not out­side of the lim­its of the 84th de­gree north lat­i­tude.” Again was this sin­gu­lar phrase men­tioned at a very im­por­tant mo­ment. Some laughed at it, oth­ers con­sid­ered it very se­ri­ous­ly. “The bids are open,” said the pub­lic auc­tion­eer in a loud voice, and while his lit­tle ivory ham­mer was rolling in his hand he added in an un­der­tone: “We have of­fers at 10 cents the square mile. Ten cents or the tenth part of a dol­lar—this would make an amount of $40,700 for the whole of this im­mov­able prop­er­ty.” Whether the auc­tion­eer had had such of­fers or not does not mat­ter, be­cause the bid was cov­ered by Er­ic Balde­nak in the name of the Dan­ish Gov­ern­ment. “Twen­ty cents,” said he.

			“Thir­ty cents,” said Jan Har­ald, for Swe­den-Nor­way.

			“Forty cents,” said Col. Boris Karkof, for Rus­sia.

			This rep­re­sent­ed al­ready a sum of $162,800 to be­gin with. The rep­re­sen­ta­tive of Eng­land had not as yet opened his mouth, not even moved his lips, which were pressed tight­ly to­geth­er. On the oth­er side W. S. Forster kept an im­pen­e­tra­ble dumb­ness. Even at this mo­ment he seemed ab­sorbed in read­ing a news­pa­per which con­tained the ship­ping ar­rivals and the fi­nan­cial re­ports of the mar­kets each day.

			“Forty cents per square mile,” re­peat­ed Flint, in a voice which re­sem­bled a steam whis­tle, “40 cents.”

			The four col­leagues of Ma­jor Donel­lan looked at each oth­er. Had they al­ready ex­haust­ed the cred­it al­lowed them at the be­gin­ning of the bid­ding? Were they al­ready com­pelled to be silent?

			“Go on, gen­tle­men,” said the Auc­tion­eer Gilmour, “40 cents. Who goes high­er? Forty cents; why, the North Pole is worth much more than that, for it is guar­an­teed to be made of ice.”

			The Dan­ish del­e­gate said 50 cents and the Hol­lan­dish del­e­gate prompt­ly out­bid him by 10 cents.

			No­body said a word. This 60 cents rep­re­sent­ed the re­spectable amount of $244,200. The lift giv­en by Hol­land to the sale start­ed a mur­mur of sat­is­fac­tion. It seemed that the per­sons who had noth­ing in their pock­ets and noth­ing to their names were the most in­ter­est­ed of all in this con­test of dol­lars.

			At the mo­ment Jacques Jansen made his of­fer Ma­jor Donel­lan looked at his sec­re­tary, Dean Toodrink, and, with an al­most im­per­cep­ti­ble neg­a­tive sign, kept him silent. Mr. William S. Forster, seem­ing very much in­ter­est­ed in his pa­per, made some pen­cil notes. Mr. J. T., on­ly replied to the smiles of Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt with a nod of the head.

			“Hur­ry up, gen­tle­men; a lit­tle life. Don’t let us linger. This is very weak, very slow,” said the auc­tion­eer. “Let me see. No­body says more. Must I knock down the North Pole at such a price?” and as he spoke his ham­mer went up and down just like the cross in a priest’s hands when he wish­es to bless his peo­ple.

			“Sev­en­ty cents,” said Jan Har­ald, with a voice which trem­bled a lit­tle.

			“Eighty,” im­me­di­ate­ly re­spond­ed Col. Boris Karkof.

			“Hur­ry up, 80 cents,” said Flint, whose eyes were burn­ing with ex­cite­ment.

			A ges­ture of Dean Toodrink made Ma­jor Donel­lan jump up like a spir­it. “One hun­dred cents,” said he with a short and sharp tone, be­com­ing in one who rep­re­sent­ed Great Britain. That one word made Eng­land re­spon­si­ble for $407,000.

			The friends of the bid­ders for the Unit­ed King­dom made a great hur­rah, which was re­peat­ed like an echo by the out­side crowd. The bid­ders for Amer­i­ca looked at each oth­er with dis­ap­point­ment; $407,000; this was al­ready a very large fig­ure for such a re­gion as the North Pole; $407,000 for ice, ice­bergs, and ice­fields?

			And the man of the N.P.P.A. did not say one word, did not even raise his head. Would he de­cide to make at last one over­whelm­ing bid? If he want­ed to wait un­til the Dan­ish del­e­gates, those of Swe­den, Hol­land, and Rus­sia had ex­haust­ed their cred­it, it would seem that the prop­er mo­ment had come. Their faces plain­ly showed that be­fore the “100 cents” of Ma­jor Donel­lan, they had de­cid­ed to quit the bat­tle­field. “One hun­dred cents the square mile,” said the auc­tion­eer for the sec­ond time, “One hun­dred, one hun­dred, one hun­dred,” cried out Flint, mak­ing a speak­ing-trum­pet of his half-closed hand. “No­body goes high­er?” ques­tioned Auc­tion­eer Gilmour. “Is it heard? Is it un­der­stood? No re­grets af­ter­wards? We will sell it now.” And he took his po­si­tion and look­ing at his clerk, said: “once, twice”—

			“One hun­dred and ten,” very qui­et­ly said William S. Forster, with­out even rais­ing his eyes, af­ter hav­ing turned the page of his pa­per.

			“Hip, hip, hip,” shout­ed the crowd who had put most of the mon­ey on Amer­i­ca in the bets. Ma­jor Donel­lan was as­ton­ished. His long neck turned in all di­rec­tions and he shrugged his shoul­ders, while his lips worked with great ex­cite­ment. He tried to crush this Amer­i­can rep­re­sen­ta­tive with one look, but with­out suc­cess, but Mr. Forster, cool as a cu­cum­ber, did not budge.

			“One hun­dred and forty,” said Ma­jor Donel­lan.

			“One hun­dred and six­ty,” said Forster.

			“One hun­dred and eighty,” said the Ma­jor, with great ex­cite­ment.

			“One hun­dred and nine­ty,” said Forster.

			“One hun­dred and nine­ty-nine,” roared the del­e­gate of Great Britain. With this he crossed his arms and seemed to de­fy the Unit­ed States of Amer­i­ca.

			One might have heard a mouse run, or a miller fly, or a worm creep. All hearts were beat­ing. A life seemed hang­ing on the lips of Ma­jor Donel­lan. His head, gen­er­al­ly rest­less, was still now. Dean Toodrink had sat down and was pulling out his hairs one by one. Auc­tion­eer Gilmour let a few mo­ments run by. They seemed as long as cen­turies. The cod­fish mer­chant con­tin­ued read­ing his pa­per and mak­ing pen­cil fig­ures which had ev­i­dent­ly noth­ing at all to do with the ques­tion. Was he al­so at the end of his cred­it? Did he in­tend to make a last of­fer? Did this amount of 199 cents for each square mile or $793,000 for the whole of the fix­ture at sale seem to him to have reached the last lim­it of ab­sur­di­ty?

			“One hun­dred and nine­ty-nine cents,” re­peat­ed the pub­lic auc­tion­eer. “We will sell it,” and his ham­mer fell on the ta­ble be­fore him. “One hun­dred and nine­ty-nine,” cried the helper. “Sell it! Sell it!” And ev­ery­one was look­ing at the rep­re­sen­ta­tive of the N.P.P.A.

			That sur­pris­ing gen­tle­man was blow­ing his nose on a large ban­dan­na hand­ker­chief, which near­ly cov­ered his whole face. Mr. J. T. Mas­ton was look­ing at him in­tent­ly, and so was Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt. It could eas­i­ly be seen by their anx­ious faces how much they tried to su­press their vi­o­lent emo­tion. Why was Forster hes­i­tat­ing to out­bid Ma­jor Donel­lan? As for the im­per­turbable Forster, he blew his nose a sec­ond time, then a third time, with the noise of a re­al foghorn. But be­tween the sec­ond and third blow he said as qui­et­ly as pos­si­ble, with a mod­est and sweet voice. “Two hun­dred cents!”

			A long shud­der went through the hall. Then the Amer­i­can back­ers be­gan to make such a noise that the very win­dows trem­bled. Ma­jor Donel­lan, over­whelmed, ru­ined, dis­ap­point­ed, had fall­en in­to a seat by the side of Dean Toodrink, who him­self was not in a much bet­ter con­di­tion. Two thou­sand miles at this price made the enor­mous sum of $814,000 and it was ap­par­ent that the cred­it of Eng­land did not per­mit them to over­reach it.

			“Two hun­dred cents,” re­peat­ed the auc­tion­eer. “Two hun­dred cents,” said Flint. “Once, twice,” said the auc­tion­eer. “Does any­body go high­er?” Ma­jor Donel­lan raised him­self by a strong ef­fort and looked wist­ful­ly at the oth­er del­e­gates. These on­ly looked back their hope that by his bid­ding the Arc­tic re­gion would es­cape the Amer­i­can bid­der and would be­come the prop­er­ty of the Eu­ro­pean pow­ers. But this was his last ef­fort. The Ma­jor opened his mouth, closed it again, and in his per­son Eng­land sat down on it­self. “Hip, hip, hur­rah for the Unit­ed States,” roared the win­ners for vic­to­ri­ous Amer­i­ca. And in one in­stant the news of the pur­chase ran all over Bal­ti­more, and by tele­graph all over the Unit­ed States, and by ca­ble all over the Old World. Thus it was that the N.P.P.A. through the agen­cy of William S. Forster, be­came the pro­pri­etor of the Arc­tic do­main, in­clud­ing ev­ery­thing above the eighty-fourth par­al­lel. The next day when Mr. Forster went to make his de­posit for his pur­chase the name he gave was Im­pey Bar­bi­cane and the name of the house was Bar­bi­cane & Co.

		
	
		
			In Which Old Acquaintances Appear to Our New Readers, and in Which a Wonderful Man Is Described

			Bar­bi­cane & Co. The pres­i­dent of a gun­ning club. And re­al­ly what had gun­ners to do in such an op­er­a­tion? You will see. Is it nec­es­sary to present for­mal­ly Im­pey Bar­bi­cane, Pres­i­dent of the Gun Club, of Bal­ti­more, and Capt. Nicholl, and J. T. Mas­ton, and Tom Hunter with the wood­en legs, and the live­ly Bils­by, and Col. Blooms­ber­ry, and the oth­er as­so­ciates? No, if these strange per­sons were twen­ty years old­er than at the time when the at­ten­tion of the world was up­on them they had al­ways re­mained the same, al­ways as much in­com­plete per­son­al­ly, but equal­ly noisy, equal­ly coura­geous, equal­ly con­fus­ing when it was a ques­tion of some ex­tra­or­di­nary ad­ven­ture. Time did not make an im­pres­sion on these gun­ners; it re­spect­ed them as it re­spects can­nons no longer in use, but which dec­o­rate mu­se­ums and ar­se­nals. If the Gun Club had 1,833 mem­bers in it when it was found­ed, names rather than per­sons, for most of them had lost an arm or leg, if 30,575 cor­re­spond­ing mem­bers were proud to owe al­le­giance to the Club, these fig­ures had not de­creased. On the con­trary, and even thanks to the in­cred­i­ble at­tempt which they had made to es­tab­lish di­rect com­mu­ni­ca­tion be­tween earth and moon, its celebri­ty had grown in an enor­mous pro­por­tion. No one can ev­er for­get the re­port on this sub­ject which was made by this Club and which de­serves a few words of men­tion here.

			A few years af­ter the civ­il war cer­tain mem­bers of the Gun Club, tired of their idle­ness, pro­posed to send a pro­jec­tile to the moon by means of a Columbi­ad mon­ster. A can­non 900 feet long, nine feet broad at the bore, had been es­pe­cial­ly made at Moon City and had then been charged with 400,000 pounds of gun­cot­ton.

			From this can­non a small cylin­dro-con­i­cal bomb had been flung to­wards the stars with a pres­sure of six mil­lards pounds per square inch. Af­ter hav­ing made a grand curve it fell back to the earth on­ly to be swal­lowed up by the Pa­cif­ic Ocean at 27° 7′ of lat­i­tude and 41° 7′ of lon­gi­tude, west. It was in this re­gion that the frigate, Sus­que­han­na, of the Amer­i­can Navy, had fished it up to the sur­face of the ocean, to the great com­fort of its oc­cu­pants. Oc­cu­pants? Yes, oc­cu­pants; for two mem­bers of the Gun Club-its Pres­i­dent, Im­pey Bar­bi­cane, and Capt. Nicholl-ac­com­pa­nied by a French­man well known for his bold­ness in such cas­es, had been in this fly­ing-ma­chine. All three of them came back well and healthy from this dan­ger­ous trip. But if the two Amer­i­cans were here ready to risk any sim­i­lar thing, the French Michel Ar­dan was not. On his re­turn to Eu­rope he brought a for­tune with him, al­though it as­ton­ished a good many peo­ple, and now he is plant­ing his own cab­bage in his own gar­den, eat­ing them and even di­gest­ing them, if one can be­lieve the best-in­formed re­porters.

			Af­ter this dis­charge of the can­non, Im­pey Bar­bi­cane and Capt. Nicholl had lived on their rep­u­ta­tion in com­par­a­tive quiet­ness. As they were al­ways anx­ious to do an­oth­er thing like it, they dreamt and tried to find out some­thing else. Mon­ey they had in plen­ty. Out of five mil­lions and a half which had been raised for them by sub­scrip­tion they had near­ly $200,000 left. This mon­ey was raised in the Old and New Worlds alike. Be­sides, all they had to do was to ex­hib­it them­selves in their pro­jec­tile in Amer­i­ca and they could al­ways re­al­ize large amounts of mon­ey. They had earned all the glo­ry which the most am­bi­tious mor­tal would look for. Im­pey Bar­bi­cane and Capt. Nicholl would have been well able to keep qui­et and idle if this very idle­ness did not tor­ment them. And it was sim­ply no doubt to do some­thing that they had gone to work and bought this part of the Arc­tic re­gion.

			But it must not be for­got­ten that if the pur­chase cost $800,000 and more, that it was Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt who had put the nec­es­sary amount in­to this af­fair. Thanks to this gen­er­ous wom­an Eu­rope had been con­quered by Amer­i­ca. Since their re­turn Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and Capt. Nicholl had en­joyed a supreme celebri­ty. But there was an­oth­er man who de­served cred­it in the mat­ter. It is easy to guess that J. T. Mas­ton was the man of whom we speak, the tem­po­rary Sec­re­tary of the Gun Club. Did we not owe to this bril­liant cal­cu­la­tor all the math­e­mat­i­cal for­mu­lae which en­abled us to tell the sto­ry of the voy­age to the moon? If he did not ac­com­pa­ny his two as­so­ciates on their ter­ri­ble jour­ney it was not fear which kept him back. No, in­deed, it was on­ly the in­juries he had re­ceived dur­ing the war. For re­al­ly it would have made a bad im­pres­sion on the in­hab­i­tants on the moon to see him in his dis­abled con­di­tion as a rep­re­sen­ta­tive of our peo­ple, and the moon on­ly our hum­ble satel­lite. To his ex­treme re­gret, Mr. Mas­ton was com­pelled to stay at home. Nev­er­the­less he had not been idle. Af­ter hav­ing con­struct­ed an im­mense tele­scope, which was put on the moun­tain of Long’s Peak, one of the high­est moun­tains of the Rocky range, he went up there per­son­al­ly, and af­ter he had re­ceived the sig­nal that the can­non­ball had been fired he did not once leave his post. From his place of ob­ser­va­tion he es­sayed the task of fol­low­ing his friends fir­ing across the vast space. One might read­i­ly be­lieve that his friends would be lost to the world; that it was very eas­i­ly pos­si­ble that this pro­jec­tile could be com­pelled by the at­trac­tion of the moon to be­come a sub-satel­lite. A de­vi­a­tion which one might call prov­i­den­tial had changed the di­rec­tion of the pro­jec­tile, and af­ter hav­ing made one trip around the moon, in place of touch­ing it, it was car­ried away in a ter­ri­ble fall and re­turned to us with a speed of 576,000 miles a minute to the mo­ment when it was swal­lowed up by the ocean. Hap­py it was that the great liq­uid mass had dead­ened the fall, and that the Amer­i­can frigate Sus­que­han­na was present at the fall. As soon as the news reached Mr. Mas­ton, the Sec­re­tary of the Gun Club, he rushed with all pos­si­ble haste from his ob­ser­va­tion point at Long’s Peak to be­gin op­er­a­tions to save his friends. Divers were sent to the place where the pro­jec­tile had fall­en. And Mr. Mas­ton even did not hes­i­tate to put on a cork jack­et to save and find his friends again. It was un­nec­es­sary to go to so much trou­ble. The pro­jec­tile was found float­ing on the sur­face of the Pa­cif­ic Ocean af­ter hav­ing made its beau­ti­ful fall. And Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane with Capt. Nicholl and Michel Ar­dan were found play­ing domi­noes in their float­ing prison on the sur­face of the ocean.

			To re­turn to J. T. Mas­ton, it is prop­er to say that his part in the af­fair de­serves a good deal of cred­it. It is cer­tain that he was not pret­ty with his metal­lic arm. He was not young, fifty-eight years old, at the time we write this sto­ry. But the orig­i­nal­i­ty of his char­ac­ter, the vi­vac­i­ty of his in­tel­li­gence, the vig­or which an­i­mat­ed him, the ar­dor which he had in all such things, had made him the ide­al of Mrs. Evan­ge­line Scor­bitt. His brain care­ful­ly hid­den un­der his cov­er of gut­ta-per­cha was yet un­touched, and he would still pass as one of the most re­mark­able cal­cu­la­tors of his age.

			Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt, al­though the least fig­ur­ing gave her a headache, had yet a great lik­ing for math­e­ma­ti­cians, even if she had no taste for math­e­mat­ics. She con­sid­ered them a high­er and more en­dowed race of hu­man be­ings. Heads where the X, Y, Z were mixed up like nuts in a bar­rel, brains which played with signs of al­ge­bra, hands which jug­gled with the in­te­gral triples, these were what she liked.

			Yes, these wise peo­ple seemed to her wor­thy of all ad­mi­ra­tion and sup­port. She felt her­self drawn strong­ly to­wards them. And J. T. Mas­ton was ex­act­ly that kind of man and one she adored, and her hap­pi­ness would be com­plete if they two could be made one. This was the end of her math­e­mat­ics. This did not dis­turb the Sec­re­tary of the Gun Club, who had nev­er found hap­pi­ness in unions of this kind.

			Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt was not young any­more. She was forty-five years old, had her hair past­ed on her tem­ples, like some­thing which had been dyed and re-dyed; she had a mouth full of very long teeth, with not one miss­ing; her waist was with­out shape, her walk with­out grace; in short, she had the ap­pear­ance of an old maid, al­though she had been mar­ried on­ly a few years be­fore she be­came a wid­ow. She was an ex­cel­lent per­son with­al, and noth­ing was lack­ing in her cup of hap­pi­ness ex­cept one thing, name­ly, that she wished to make her ap­pear­ance in the so­ci­ety of Bal­ti­more as Mrs. J. T. Mas­ton. Her for­tune was very con­sid­er­able. She was not rich like the Goulds, Mack­ays, or Van­der­bilts, whose for­tunes run in­to the mil­lions, and who might give alms to the Roth­schilds. Nei­ther did she pos­sess three hun­dred mil­lions like Mrs. Stew­art, eighty mil­lions like Mrs. Crock­er, and two hun­dred mil­lions like Mrs. Carp­er. Nei­ther was she rich like Mrs. Hamer­s­ley, Mrs. Het­ty Green, Mrs. Mafitt, Mrs. Mar­shall, Mrs. Paran Stevens, Mrs. Minturn, and many oth­ers. At any rate she had a right to take a place at that mem­o­rable feast at the Fifth Av­enue Ho­tel in New York, where there were on­ly ad­mit­ted as guests peo­ple who had at least five mil­lions. In brief, Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt had four mil­lions of good sound dol­lars, or twen­ty mil­lions of francs, which came to her from John P. Scor­bitt, who made his for­tune both in the busi­ness of sell­ing dry goods and salt pork. Well, this for­tune this gen­er­ous wid­ow would have been glad to use for the prof­it of J. T. Mas­ton, to whom she would al­so bring a trea­sure of ten­der­ness much more in­ex­haustible.

			There­fore when Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt had heard of the re­quire­ments of Mr. Mas­ton she had glad­ly agreed to put a few hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars in the af­fair of the N.P.P.A. with­out hav­ing the least idea of what they in­tend­ed to do with it. It is true she was con­vinced that as long as J. T. Mas­ton had some­thing to do with the af­fair it could not help be­ing grand, sub­lime, su­per­hu­man, etc. Think­ing of the Sec­re­tary was for her fu­ture enough. One might think that af­ter the auc­tion sale, when it was de­clared that Bar­bi­cane & Com­pa­ny would be the name of the new firm, and it would be presid­ed over by the Pres­i­dent of the Gun Club, she would en­joy Mr. Mas­ton’s whole con­fi­dence. Was she not at the same time the largest stock­hold­er in the af­fair? So it came about that Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt found her­self pro­pri­etress of this po­lar re­gion, all be­yond the line of the eighty-fourth par­al­lel. But what would she do with it? Or rather, what prof­it would the So­ci­ety get out of it? This was the ques­tion; and if it in­ter­est­ed Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt from a fi­nan­cial stand­point it in­ter­est­ed the whole world, more on ac­count of the gen­er­al cu­rios­i­ty about the whole mys­tery. This ex­cel­lent wom­an, oth­er­wise very dis­creet, had of­ten tried to get some in­for­ma­tion from Mr. Mas­ton on this sub­ject be­fore putting mon­ey at the dis­pos­al of the pur­chasers. With­out a doubt there was a grand en­ter­prise, which, as Jean Jacques said, has nev­er had its like be­fore, and would nev­er have any im­i­ta­tion, and which would far out­shine the rep­u­ta­tion made by the Gun Club in send­ing a pro­jec­tile to the moon and try­ing to get in di­rect com­mu­ni­ca­tion with our satel­lite. But when she per­sists with her queries Mr. Mas­ton in­vari­ably replied: “Dear madame, have pa­tience.” And if Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt had con­fi­dence be­fore, what an im­mense joy did she feel when the tri­umph which the Unit­ed States of Amer­i­ca had won over the com­bined Eu­ro­pean pow­ers. “But shall I not fi­nal­ly know the ob­ject?” asked she, smil­ing at the em­i­nent cal­cu­la­tor.

			“You will soon know it,” an­swered Mr. Mas­ton, shak­ing hearti­ly the hand of his part­ner—the Amer­i­can la­dy.

			This calmed for the mo­ment the im­pa­tience of Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt. A few days af­ter­wards the Old and New World were shak­en up quite enough when the se­cret ob­ject of the com­pa­ny was an­nounced, and for the re­al­iza­tion of which the N.P.P.A. made an ap­peal to the pub­lic for a sub­scrip­tion.

			The So­ci­ety had pur­chased this por­tion of the cir­cum­po­lar re­gion to make use of the coal mines of the North Pole.

		
	
		
			In Which the Possibility That Coal Mines Surround the North Pole Is Considered

			Are there coal mines at the North Pole? This was the first ques­tion sug­gest­ed to in­tel­li­gent peo­ple. Some asked why should there be coal mines at the North Pole? Oth­ers with equal pro­pri­ety asked why should there not be? It is well known that coal mines are spread all over the world. There are many in dif­fer­ent parts of Eu­rope. Amer­i­ca al­so pos­sess­es a great many, and it is prob­a­ble that the Unit­ed States mines are the rich­est of all. There are al­so many in Asia, Africa, and Aus­tralia. The more our globe be­comes known the more mines are dis­cov­ered. We will not be in need of coal for at least hun­dreds of years to come. Eng­land alone pro­duces 160,000,000 tons ev­ery year, and over the whole world it is es­ti­mat­ed 400,000,000 tons are year­ly pro­duced. Nat­u­ral­ly, this coal out­put must grow ev­ery year in pro­por­tion with the con­stant­ly in­creas­ing in­dus­tries. Even if elec­tric­i­ty takes the place of steam, it will still be nec­es­sary to use coal. We are so much in need of it that the world might be called “an an­i­mal of coal,” and there­fore it is nec­es­sary to take good care of it. Coal is used not on­ly as a fu­el, but al­so as a crude sub­stance of which sci­ence makes great use. With the trans­for­ma­tions to which it has been sub­mit­ted in the lab­o­ra­to­ry, it is pos­si­ble to paint with it, per­fume with it, pu­ri­fy, heat, light with it, and even beau­ti­fy a di­a­mond with it. It is as use­ful as iron or even more so. It is for­tu­nate that this last-men­tioned met­al will nev­er be ex­haust­ed, as re­al­ly the world is com­posed of it. The world might be con­sid­ered a vast mass of iron, as oth­er met­als, and even wa­ter and stone, stand far be­hind it in the com­po­si­tion of our sphere. But if we are sure of a con­tin­u­ous sup­ply for our con­sump­tion of iron, we are not so of coal. Far from it. Peo­ple who are com­pe­tent to speak, and who look in­to the fu­ture for hun­dreds of years, al­ways al­lude to this coal famine. “But,” say the op­pos­ing par­ty—and in the Unit­ed States there are many peo­ple who like to con­tra­dict for the mere sake of ar­gu­ment, and who take plea­sure in con­tra­dict­ing—“Why should there be coal around the North Pole?”

			“Why?” an­swered those who took the part of Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane, “be­cause, very prob­a­bly at the ge­o­log­i­cal for­ma­tion of the world, the sun was such that the dif­fer­ence of tem­per­a­ture around the equa­tor and the poles were not ap­pre­cia­ble. Then im­mense forests cov­ered this un­known po­lar re­gion a long time be­fore mankind ap­peared, and when our plan­et was sub­mit­ted to the in­ces­sant ac­tion of heat and hu­mid­i­ty.” This the­o­ry the jour­nals, mag­a­zines, and re­views pub­lish in a thou­sand dif­fer­ent ar­ti­cles ei­ther in a jok­ing or se­ri­ous way. And these large forests, which dis­ap­peared with the gi­gan­tic changes of the earth be­fore it had tak­en its present form, must cer­tain­ly have changed and trans­formed un­der the lapse of time and the ac­tion of in­ter­nal heat and wa­ter in­to coal mines. There­fore noth­ing seemed more ad­mis­si­ble than this the­o­ry, and that the North Pole would open a large field to those who were able to mine it. These are facts, un­de­ni­able facts. Even peo­ple who on­ly cal­cu­lat­ed on sim­ple prob­a­bil­i­ties could not de­ny them. And these facts led many peo­ple to have great faith in them.

			It was on this sub­ject that Ma­jor Donel­lan and his sec­re­tary were talk­ing to­geth­er one day in the most ob­scure cor­ner of the “Two Friends” inn. “Well,” said Dean Toodrink, “there is a pos­si­bil­i­ty that this Bar­bi­cane (who I hope may be hanged some day) is right.”

			“It is prob­a­ble,” said Ma­jor Donel­lan, “and I will al­most ad­mit that it is cer­tain. There will be for­tunes made in ex­plor­ing this re­gion around the pole. If North Amer­i­ca pos­sess­es so many coal mines and, ac­cord­ing to the pa­pers, new ones are dis­cov­ered quite fre­quent­ly, it is not at all im­prob­a­ble that there are many yet to be dis­cov­ered. I may add that Prof. Nor­den­ski­ol has found many kinds of dif­fer­ent stones which con­tain a great va­ri­ety of fos­sil plants in his re­search­es in the Arc­tic re­gion.”

			“High­er up?” asked Dean Toodrink.

			“High­er up, or rather fur­ther up, in a norther­ly di­rec­tion,” an­swered the Ma­jor, “the pres­ence of coal is prac­ti­cal­ly es­tab­lished, and it seems as if you would on­ly have to bend down to pick it up. Well, if coal is so plen­ti­ful on the sur­face of these coun­tries, it is right to con­clude that its beds must go all through the crust of the globe.” He was right. Ma­jor Donel­lan knew the ge­o­log­i­cal for­ma­tion around the North Pole well, and he was not a safe per­son to dis­pute this ques­tion with. And he might have talked about it at length if oth­er peo­ple in the inn had not lis­tened. But he thought it bet­ter to keep qui­et af­ter ask­ing: “Are you not sur­prised at one thing? One would ex­pect to see en­gi­neers or at least nav­i­ga­tors fig­ure in this mat­ter, while there are on­ly gun­ners at the head of it?”

			It is not sur­pris­ing that the news­pa­pers of the civ­i­lized world soon be­gan to dis­cuss the ques­tion of coal dis­cov­er­ies at the North Pole.

			“And why not,” asked the ed­i­tor of an Amer­i­can pa­per who took the part of Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane, “when it is re­mem­bered that Capt. Nares, in 1875 and 1876, at the eighty-sec­ond de­gree of lat­i­tude, dis­cov­ered large flowerbeds, hazel trees, poplars, beech trees, etc.?”

			“And in 1881 and 1884,” added a sci­en­tif­ic pub­li­ca­tion of New York, “dur­ing the ex­pe­di­tion of Lieut. Greely at La­dy Franklin Bay, was not a lay­er of coal dis­cov­ered by our ex­plor­ers a lit­tle way from Fort Con­ger, near Wa­ter­house? And did not Dr. Pavy say that these coun­tries are cer­tain­ly full of coal, per­haps placed there to com­bat at some day the ter­ri­ble mass­es of ice which are found there?”

			Against such well-es­tab­lished facts brought out by Amer­i­can dis­cov­er­ers the en­e­mies of Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane did not know what to an­swer. And the peo­ple who asked why should there be coal mines be­gan to sur­ren­der to the peo­ple who asked why should there be none. Cer­tain­ly there were some, and very con­sid­er­able ones, too. The cir­cum­po­lar ice­cap con­ceals pre­cious mass­es of coal con­tained in those re­gions where veg­e­ta­tion was for­mer­ly lux­u­ri­ant. But if they could no longer dis­pute that there were re­al­ly coal mines in this Arc­tic re­gion the en­e­mies of the as­so­ci­a­tion tried to get re­venge in an­oth­er way. “Well,” said Ma­jor Donel­lan one day af­ter a hard dis­cus­sion which had arisen in the meet­ing-room of the Gun Club and dur­ing which he met Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane face to face, “all right. I ad­mit that there are coal mines; I even af­firm it, there are mines in the re­gion pur­chased by your so­ci­ety, but go and ex­plore them—ha! ha! ha!”

			“That is what we are go­ing to do,” said Im­pey Bar­bi­cane.

			“Go over the eighty-fourth de­gree, be­yond which no ex­plor­er as yet has been able to put his foot?”

			“We will pass it—reach even the North Pole,” said he. “We will reach it.” And af­ter hear­ing the Pres­i­dent of the Gun Club an­swer with so much cool­ness, with so much as­sur­ance, to see his opin­ion so strong­ly, so per­fect­ly af­firmed, even the strong­est op­po­nent be­gan to hes­i­tate. They seemed to be in the pres­ence of a man who had lost none of his old-time qual­i­ties, qui­et, cold, and of an em­i­nent­ly se­ri­ous mind, ex­act as a clock, ad­ven­tur­ous, but car­ry­ing his prac­ti­cal ideas in­to the rash­est en­ter­pris­es.

			Ma­jor Donel­lan had an ar­dent wish to stran­gle his ad­ver­sary. But Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane was stout and well able to stand against wind and tide, and there­fore not afraid of the Ma­jor. His en­e­mies, his friends and peo­ple who en­vied him knew it on­ly too well. But there were many jeal­ous peo­ple, and many jokes and fun­ny sto­ries went round in re­gard to the mem­bers of the Gun Club. Pic­tures and car­i­ca­tures were made in Eu­rope and par­tic­u­lar­ly in Eng­land, where peo­ple could not get over the loss which they suf­fered in the mat­ter of pounds ster­ling. “Ah,” said they, “this Yan­kee has got it in his head to reach the North Pole. He wants to put his foot where, up to the present time, no liv­ing soul has yet been. He wants to build palaces and hous­es and, per­haps, the White House of the Unit­ed States, in a part of the world which has nev­er yet been reached, while ev­ery oth­er part of the world is so well known to us.” And then wild car­i­ca­tures ap­peared in the dif­fer­ent news­pa­pers. In the large show-win­dows and news-de­pots, as well in small cities of Eu­rope as in the large cities of Amer­i­ca, there ap­peared draw­ings and car­toons show­ing Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane in the fun­ni­est of po­si­tions try­ing to reach the North Pole. One au­da­cious Amer­i­can cut had all the mem­bers of the Gun Club try­ing to make an un­der­ground tun­nel be­neath the ter­ri­ble mass of im­mov­able ice­bergs, to the eighty-fourth de­gree of north­ern lat­i­tude, each with an axe in his hand. In an­oth­er, Im­pey Bar­bi­cane, ac­com­pa­nied by Mr. J. T. Mas­ton and Capt. Nicholl, had de­scend­ed from a bal­loon on the much-de­sired point, and af­ter many un­suc­cess­ful at­tempts and at the per­il of their lives, had cap­tured a piece of coal weigh­ing about half a pound. This frag­ment was all they dis­cov­ered of the an­tic­i­pat­ed coal­fields. There were al­so pic­tures made of J. T. Mas­ton, who was as much used for such pur­pos­es as his chief. Af­ter hav­ing tried to find the elec­tric at­trac­tion of the North Pole, the sec­re­tary of the Gun Club be­came fixed to the ground by his metal­lic hand.

			The cel­e­brat­ed cal­cu­la­tor was too quick-tem­pered to find any plea­sure in the draw­ings which re­ferred to his per­son­al con­for­ma­tion. He was ex­ceed­ing­ly an­noyed by them, and Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt, it may be eas­i­ly un­der­stood, was not slow to share his in­dig­na­tion. An­oth­er draw­ing in the Lanterne of Brus­sels rep­re­sent­ed the mem­bers of the Coun­cil and the mem­bers of the Gun Club tend­ing a large num­ber of fires. The idea was to melt the large quan­ti­ties of ice by putting a whole sea of al­co­hol on them, which would con­vert the po­lar basin in­to a large quan­ti­ty of punch. But of all these car­i­ca­tures, that which had the largest suc­cess was that which was pub­lished by the French Chari­vari, un­der the sig­na­ture of its de­sign­er, “Stop.” In the stom­ach of a whale Im­pey Bar­bi­cane and J. T. Mas­ton were seat­ed play­ing check­ers and wait­ing their ar­rival at a good point. The new Jon­ah and his Sec­re­tary had got them­selves swal­lowed by an im­mense fish, and it was in this way, af­ter hav­ing gone un­der the ice­bergs, that they hoped to gain ac­cess to the North Pole. The Pres­i­dent of this new So­ci­ety did not care much about these pic­tures, and let them say and write and sing what­ev­er they liked.

			Im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter the con­ces­sion was made and the So­ci­ety was ab­so­lute mas­ter of the north­ern re­gion, ap­peal was made for a pub­lic sub­scrip­tion of $15,000,000. Shares were is­sued at $100, to be paid for at once, and the cred­it of Bar­bi­cane & Co. was such that the mon­ey ran in as fast as pos­si­ble. The most of it came from the var­i­ous States of the Union. “So much the bet­ter,” said the peo­ple on the part of the N.P.P.A. “The un­der­tak­ing will be en­tire­ly Amer­i­can.”

			So strong, in­deed, were the foun­da­tions up­on which Bar­bi­cane & Co. were es­tab­lished that the amount nec­es­sary to be sub­scribed was raised in a very short time, and even thrice the amount. Ev­ery­body was in­ter­est­ed in the mat­ter, and the most sci­en­tif­ic ex­perts did not doubt its suc­cess.

			The shares were re­duced one-third, and on Dec. 16 the cap­i­tal of the So­ci­ety was $15,000,000 in cash. This was about three times as much as the amount sub­scribed to the cred­it of the Gun Club when it was go­ing to send a pro­jec­tile from the earth to the moon.

		
	
		
			In Which a Telephone Communication Between Mrs. Scorbitt and J. T. Maston Is Interrupted

			Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane was not on­ly con­vinced that he would reach his ob­ject when the amount which had been raised took an­oth­er ob­sta­cle out of his way. Had he not been per­fect­ly sure of suc­cess he would not have made an ap­pli­ca­tion for a pub­lic sub­scrip­tion. And now the time had come when the North Pole would be con­quered. It was felt cer­tain that Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and his Coun­cil of Ad­min­is­tra­tion had means to suc­ceed where so many oth­ers had failed. They would do what nei­ther Franklin, nor Kane, nor De Long, nor Nares, nor Greely had been able to ac­com­plish. They would pass the 84th par­al­lel, they would take pos­ses­sion of the vast re­gion pur­chased at an auc­tion sale, they would make this coun­try the thir­ty-ninth star in the flag of the Amer­i­can Union. “Fake,” was all that the Eu­ro­pean del­e­gates and their friends in the Old World could say. Noth­ing was more true, how­ev­er, and this prac­ti­cal, log­i­cal means of con­quer­ing the North Pole, which was so sim­ple that it was al­most child­ish, was one which J. T. Mas­ton had sug­gest­ed to them. It was that brain, where ideas were con­stant­ly evolv­ing, which had laid out this great ge­o­graph­i­cal project in a way which could not but suc­ceed.

			It can­not be too of­ten re­peat­ed that the Sec­re­tary of the Gun Club was a re­mark­able cal­cu­la­tor, we might say a post­grad­u­ate cal­cu­la­tor. But a sin­gle day was need­ed by him to solve the most com­pli­cat­ed prob­lems in math­e­mat­i­cal sci­ence. He laughed at these dif­fi­cul­ties whether in al­ge­bra or in plain math­e­mat­ics. You should have seen him han­dle his fig­ures, the signs which make up al­ge­bra, the let­ters in the al­pha­bet, rep­re­sent­ing the un­known quan­ti­ties, the square or crossed lines rep­re­sent­ing the way in which quan­ti­ties are to be op­er­at­ed. All signs and lines, and rad­i­cals used in this com­plex lan­guage were per­fect­ly fa­mil­iar to him. And how they flew around un­der his pen, or rather un­der the piece of chalk which he at­tached to his iron hand, be­cause he pre­ferred to work on a black­board. And this black­board, six feet square, this was all he want­ed, he was per­fect­ly at home in his work. Nor was it fig­ures alone which he used in his cal­cu­la­tions. His fig­ures were fan­tas­tic, gi­gan­tic, writ­ten with a prac­ticed hand. His 2 and 3 were as nice and round as they could be, his 7 looked like a crutch and al­most in­vit­ed a per­son to hang on it. His 8 was as well formed as a pair of eye­glass­es; and the let­ters with which he es­tab­lished his for­mu­las, the first of the al­pha­bet, a, b, c, which he used to rep­re­sent giv­en or known quan­ti­ties, and the last, x, y, z, which he used for un­known quan­ti­ties to be dis­cov­ered, par­tic­u­lar­ly the z, and those Greek let­ters δ, ω, α. Re­al­ly an Archimedes might have been well proud of them. And those oth­er signs, made with a clean hand and with­out fault, it was sim­ply as­ton­ish­ing. His ∔ showed well that this sign meant an ad­di­tion of one ob­ject to the oth­er, his −, if it was a lit­tle small­er, was al­so in good shape. His =, too, showed that Mr. Mas­ton lived in a coun­try where equal­i­ty was not a vain ex­pres­sion, at least amongst the peo­ple of the white race. Just as well were his ≻ and his ≺ and his ⋛, used in ex­press­ing pro­por­tions. And the √, which in­di­cat­ed the root of a cer­tain num­ber or quan­ti­ty, it was to him a mark of tri­umph, and when he com­plet­ed it with a hor­i­zon­tal line in this √, it seemed as if this out­line on his black­board would com­pel the whole world to sub­mit to his fig­ur­ing.

			But do not think that Mr. J. T. Mas­ton’s math­e­mat­i­cal in­tel­li­gence was con­fined to el­e­men­tary al­ge­bra! No; no mat­ter what fig­ur­ing he had to do, it was alike fa­mil­iar to him, and with a prac­tised hand he made all the signs and fig­ures, and even did not hes­i­tate at ∱ which looks very sim­ple, but be­hind which lays a great deal of cal­cu­la­tion. The same with the sign ε, which rep­re­sents the sum of a fin­ished num­ber. Al­so the sign ∞, by which the math­e­ma­ti­cians des­ig­nate the in­com­plete, and all those mys­te­ri­ous sym­bols which are used in this lan­guage and which are un­known to the com­mon peo­ple. This as­ton­ish­ing man was able to do any­thing even in the very high­est grades of math­e­mat­ics. Such was Mr. J. T. Mas­ton. And there­fore it was that his as­so­ciates had such per­fect con­fi­dence in him when he set out to fig­ure the most dif­fi­cult prob­lems in his au­da­cious brain. This it was which led the Gun Club to trust him with the dif­fi­cult prob­lem of send­ing a pro­jec­tile to the moon. And this was why Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt, jeal­ous of his fame, felt for him an ad­mi­ra­tion which end­ed in love. In this present case—that is, how to solve the con­quer­ing of the North Pole, J. T. Mas­ton had but to be­gin to think and dream him­self in­to the Arc­tic re­gions. To reach the so­lu­tion the sec­re­tary had but to un­der­take cer­tain math­e­mat­i­cal prob­lems, very com­pli­cat­ed, per­haps, but over which in all cas­es he would come out ahead.

			It was safe to trust Mr. J. T. Mas­ton, even where the small­est and sim­plest mis­take would have meant a loss of mil­lions. Nev­er, since the time his youth­ful brain be­gan to think of math­e­mat­ics had he com­mit­ted a mis­take—not even one of a thou­sandth of an inch—if his cal­cu­la­tions were made up on the length of an ob­ject. If he had made a mis­take of on­ly the small­est amount he would have torn his gut­ta-per­cha cap from his head. Now let us see him while en­gaged in his cal­cu­la­tions, and for this pur­pose we must go back a few weeks.

			It was about a month be­fore the pub­li­ca­tion of the cir­cu­lar ad­dressed to the in­hab­i­tants of the Old and New Worlds that Mr. Mas­ton had un­der­tak­en to fig­ure out the el­e­ments of a scheme in which he had promised his as­so­ciates the great­est suc­cess. For a num­ber of years Mr. Mas­ton had lived at No. 179 Franklin Street, one of the most qui­et streets of Bal­ti­more, far away from the cen­tre of busi­ness, for which he did not care any­thing, far away from the noise of the great crowd, which dis­gust­ed him. There he oc­cu­pied a mod­est lit­tle house known by the name of “Bal­lis­tic Cot­tage,” hav­ing for his in­come on­ly his pen­sion al­lowed to him as a re­tired of­fi­cer of ar­tillery and the salary which he re­ceived as Sec­re­tary of the Gun Club. He lived alone, served by his Ne­gro “Fire-Fire.” This Ne­gro was not an or­di­nary ser­vant; he was rather an ap­pre­cia­tive friend and treat­ed his mas­ter as if he were his own broth­er. Mr. Mas­ton was a de­cid­ed bach­e­lor, hav­ing an idea that be­ing a bach­e­lor was the on­ly sen­si­ble way of liv­ing in the present world. He knew the proverb, “a wom­an can draw more with one hair than four ox­en at the plough,” and he dis­proved it. If he oc­cu­pied his cot­tage alone it was on­ly be­cause he wished to do so. We know that he on­ly had to make the mo­tion to change his soli­tude of one to a com­pa­ny of two and his small in­come to the in­come of a mil­lion­aire. He did not doubt it. Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt would have been on­ly too hap­py to … But up to this time Mr. Mas­ton had not been hap­py to … and it seemed cer­tain that these two be­ings, so well made one for the oth­er, at least this was the opin­ion of the ten­der wid­ow, would nev­er reach the trans­for­ma­tion pe­ri­od. The cot­tage was a very sim­ple one. A ground-floor, with a ve­ran­da and a floor over it; a small par­lor and small din­ing-room, with a kitchen and an­oth­er room in an out­build­ing stand at the back of the gar­den. Up­stairs his sleep­ing-room and his work­ing-stu­dio, look­ing on the gar­den, and where the noise of the out­er world could nev­er pen­e­trate. With­in these walls there had been made cal­cu­la­tions which would have made New­ton, Eu­clid, or Laplace jeal­ous. How dif­fer­ent was the man­sion of Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt, sit­u­at­ed in the rich­est quar­ter of New Park, with façade of bal­conies, fin­ished in the finest ar­chi­tec­ture, half Ro­manesque, half Goth­ic, with its rich­ly-fur­nished apart­ments, its grand halls, its pic­ture gal­leries, in which French artists held the high­est places; its mag­nif­i­cent stair­case, its great num­ber of do­mes­tics, its sta­bles, its coach-hous­es, its gar­den, with the finest of flow­ers, stat­ues, foun­tains, and the tow­er on the top of the build­ing, on which the blue and gold coat-of-arms of the Scor­bitt fam­i­ly was up­on a glit­ter­ing ban­ner. Three miles, three long miles at least sep­a­rat­ed the Palace at New Park from the “Bal­lis­tic Cot­tage.” But a pri­vate tele­phone wire con­nect­ed there, and in an­swer to “Hel­lo! hel­lo!” a con­ver­sa­tion could be car­ried on be­tween the man­sion and cot­tage. If the per­sons could not look at each oth­er they could at least hear each oth­er. It will as­ton­ish none to hear that time up­on time Mrs. Scor­bitt be­gan talk­ing and ring­ing on the tele­phone to Mr. Mas­ton when he was busi­ly en­gaged with his fig­ures. Then the cal­cu­la­tor had to quit his work with some re­luc­tance. He re­ceived a friend­ly “How do you do?” from Mrs. Scor­bitt, which he an­swered with a grunt, which was sweet­ened in­to a kind­ly greet­ing by the dis­tance over the tele­phone. Af­ter a con­ver­sa­tion he was glad to go back to his fig­ures. It was on the 3rd of De­cem­ber, af­ter a long and last con­fer­ence, that Mr. Mas­ton took leave of his friends and mem­bers of the Club to be­gin to do his share of the work. It was a very im­por­tant work with which he had charged him­self, for it was the ques­tion of fig­ure me­chan­i­cal ap­pli­ance which would en­able him to gain ac­cess to the North Pole, and which would al­low him to make use of those large fields of snow now cov­ered with im­pen­e­tra­ble ice. He es­ti­mat­ed that he need­ed at least a week to ac­com­plish this mys­te­ri­ous cal­cu­la­tion, ex­ceed­ing­ly com­pli­cat­ed and del­i­cate to han­dle, in­volv­ing sev­er­al deep and im­por­tant prob­lems. There­fore, to avoid all un­nec­es­sary an­noy­ance, it had been de­cid­ed that the Sec­re­tary of the Gun Club should re­tire to his cot­tage and that he should not be dis­turbed by any­one. This was a great dis­ap­point­ment for Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt, but she was com­pelled to ac­cept it. While Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane, Capt. Nicholl and his as­so­ciates, the jol­ly Bils­by, Col. Blooms­ber­ry, Tom Hunter, with the wood­en legs, were all say­ing their good­byes to him and wish­ing him suc­cess, Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt ap­peared and made her last vis­it to Mr. Mas­ton.

			“You will suc­ceed, my dear,” said she at the mo­ment of sep­a­ra­tion.

			“And above all do not make a mis­take,” added Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane. “A mis­take? He?” ex­claimed Mrs. Scor­bitt.

			“No more than God has made a mis­take in putting to­geth­er this world,” mod­est­ly an­swered the Sec­re­tary. Then, af­ter shak­ing hands all around and af­ter sev­er­al more sighs and wish­es of suc­cess and sug­ges­tions not to make too se­vere a work of it, the cal­cu­la­tor was left alone. The door of the Bal­lis­tic cot­tage was closed and Fire-Fire had or­ders to ad­mit none, not even if the Pres­i­dent of the Unit­ed States should ask ad­mis­sion.

			Dur­ing his first two days of seclu­sion J. T. Mas­ton thought and thought, with­out even touch­ing the piece of chalk, up­on the prob­lem which he had tak­en on him­self. He con­sult­ed cer­tain books rel­a­tive to the el­e­ments, the earth—its size, its thick­ness, its vol­ume, its form, its ro­ta­tion up­on its ax­is—all el­e­ments which he had to use as the ba­sis of his cal­cu­la­tions.

			The prin­ci­ples of these el­e­ments which he used, and which we put be­fore the read­er, were as fol­lows:

			Form of the earth: An el­lip­sis of rev­o­lu­tion the long­est ra­dius of which is 6,377,398 me­ters; the short­est, 6,356,080 me­ters. The cir­cum­fer­ence of the earth at the equa­tor, 40,000 kilo­me­tres. Sur­face of the earth, ap­prox­i­mate es­ti­mate, 510,000,000 of square kilo­me­ters. Bulk of the earth, about 1,000 mil­lards of cu­bic kilo­me­tres; that is, a cube hav­ing a me­tre in length, height, and thick­ness. Den­si­ty of the earth, about five times that of the wa­ter. Time of the earth on the or­bit around the sun, 365 days, 6 hours, 9 min­utes, 10 sec­onds, 37 cen­times. This gives the globe a speed of 30,400 miles trav­elled over by the ro­ta­tion of the earth up­on its ax­is. For a point of its sur­face sit­u­at­ed at the equa­tor, 463 me­ters per sec­ond. These were the prin­ci­pal mea­sures of space, time, bulk, etc., which Mr. Mas­ton used in his cal­cu­la­tions.

			It was the 5th of Oc­to­ber, about 5 o’clock in the af­ter­noon, it is im­por­tant to men­tion, when this re­mark­able work was be­gun, when J. T. Mas­ton be­gan to work up­on it. He be­gan his cal­cu­la­tion with a di­a­gram rep­re­sent­ing the cir­cum­fer­ence of the earth around one of its grand cir­cles, say the equa­tor. The black­board was there, in a cor­ner of his study, up­on a pol­ished oak easel, with good light shin­ing on it, com­ing by one of the win­dows near by. Small pieces of chalk were on the board at­tached to the stand. The sponge was near the hand of the cal­cu­la­tor. His right hand, or rather his right hook, was all ready for the plac­ing of fig­ures which he was go­ing to use. Stand­ing up, Mr. Mas­ton made a large round cir­cle, which rep­re­sent­ed the world. The equa­tor he marked by a straight line. Then in the right cor­ner of the black­board he be­gan to put the fig­ures which rep­re­sent­ed the cir­cum­fer­ence of the earth:

			40,000,000.

			This done, he be­gan fig­ur­ing on his prob­lem. He was so much oc­cu­pied by it that he had not ob­served the weath­er with­out. For an hour a storm had raved through the coun­try which af­fect­ed all liv­ing be­ings. It was a ter­rif­ic storm, the rain was fall­ing in tor­rents, ev­ery­thing seemed turned up­side down in na­ture. Two or three times light­ning had il­lu­mi­nat­ed the scene around him. But the math­e­ma­ti­cian, more and more ab­sorbed in his work, saw and heard noth­ing. Sud­den­ly an elec­tric bolt, at­tract­ed by the light­ning out­side, sparkled in his room, and this dis­turbed the cal­cu­la­tor. “Well,” said Mr. Mas­ton, “if un­wel­come vis­i­tors can­not get in by the door they come by tele­phone. A nice in­ven­tion for peo­ple who wish to be left alone. I will go to work and cut off the elec­tric wire, so I will not be dis­turbed again while my fig­ur­ing lasts.” With this he went to the tele­phone and said stern­ly: “Who wants to talk to me? Just make it short.” The re­ply came back: “Did you not rec­og­nize my voice, my dear Mr. Mas­ton? It is I, Mrs. Scor­bitt.” “Mrs. Scor­bitt! She will nev­er give me a mo­ment’s rest,” ut­tered Mr. Mas­ton to him­self in a low voice that she could not hear. Then he thought he should at least an­swer her in a po­lite man­ner, and said: “Oh, is that you, Mrs. Scor­bitt?”

			“Yes, dear Mr. Mas­ton.”

			“And what can I do for Mrs. Scor­bitt?” asked Mas­ton.

			“I want to tell you that a ter­ri­ble storm and light­ning is de­stroy­ing a large part of our city.” “Well,” he replied, “I can­not help it.” “But I want to ask whether you have thought to close your win­dows?” Mrs. Scor­bitt had hard­ly fin­ished her sen­tence when a ter­ri­ble thun­der­bolt struck the town. It struck in the neigh­bor­hood of the Bal­lis­tic cot­tage, and the elec­tric­i­ty, pass­ing along the wire with which the tele­phone was pro­vid­ed, threw the cal­cu­la­tor to the floor with a ter­ri­ble force. J. T. Mas­ton made the best sum­m­er­sault he ev­er did in his life. His met­al hook had touched the live wire and he was thrown down like a shut­tle­cock. The black­board, which he had struck in his fall, was sent fly­ing to an­oth­er part of the room. Then the elec­tric­i­ty passed in­to oth­er ob­jects and dis­ap­peared through the floor. The stu­pe­fied Mr. Mas­ton got up and touched the dif­fer­ent parts of his body to as­sure him­self that he was not hurt in­ter­nal­ly. This done, he re­sumed his cold, cal­cu­lat­ing way. He picked ev­ery­thing up in his room, put it in the same place where it had been be­fore and put his black­board on the easel, picked up the small pieces of chalk and be­gan again his work, which had been so sud­den­ly in­ter­rupt­ed. He no­ticed that on ac­count of the fall the num­ber which he had made on the right side of the black­board was part­ly erased, and he was just about to re­place it when his tele­phone again rang with a loud noise. “Again,” said J. T. Mas­ton, and go­ing to the tele­phone he ex­claimed, “who is there?” “Mis­tress Scor­bitt.” “And what does Mrs. Scor­bitt want?” “Did not this ter­ri­ble thun­der­bolt strike Bal­lis­tic cot­tage? I have good rea­son to think so. Ah, great God, the thun­der­bolt!”

			“Don’t be alarmed, Mrs. Scor­bitt.”

			“You have not been in­jured, Mr. Mas­ton?”

			“Not at all,” he replied.

			“You are sure you have no in­juries what­ev­er,” said the la­dy.

			“I am on­ly touched by your kind­ness to­wards me,” replied Mr. Mas­ton, think­ing it the best way to an­swer.

			“Good evening, dear Mr. Mas­ton.”

			“Good evening, dear Mrs. Scor­bitt.”

			Re­turn­ing to his work Mr. Mas­ton said, sot­to voce, “To the dev­il with her. If she had not han­dled the tele­phone at such a time I would not have run the risk of be­ing hurt by elec­tric­i­ty.”

			Mr. Mas­ton did not wish to be in­ter­rupt­ed in his work again and so took down his tele­phone and cut the wire. Then, tak­ing again as ba­sis the fig­ure which he had writ­ten, he added dif­fer­ent for­mu­las of it, and fi­nal­ly a cer­tain for­mu­la which he had writ­ten on his left side, and then he be­gan to fig­ure in all the lan­guage of al­ge­bra. A week lat­er, on the 11th of Oc­to­ber, this mag­nif­i­cent cal­cu­la­tion was fin­ished and the Sec­re­tary of the Gun Club brought his so­lu­tion of the prob­lem with great pride and sat­is­fac­tion to the mem­bers of the Gun Club, who were await­ing it with very nat­u­ral im­pa­tience. This then was the prac­ti­cal way to get to the North Pole math­e­mat­i­cal­ly dis­cov­ered. Here was al­so a so­ci­ety, un­der the name of the N.P.P.A., to which the Gov­ern­ment of Wash­ing­ton had ac­cord­ed a clear ti­tle of the Arc­tic re­gion in case they should buy it on auc­tion, and we have told of the pur­chase made in fa­vor of Amer­i­can buy­ers and of the ap­peal for a sub­scrip­tion of $15,000,000.

		
	
		
			In Which President Barbicane Says No More Than Suits His Purpose

			On the 22nd of De­cem­ber the sub­scribers to Bar­bi­cane & Co. were sum­moned to a gen­er­al meet­ing. It is hard­ly nec­es­sary to say that the head­quar­ters of the Gun Club were se­lect­ed as the place of the meet­ing. In re­al­i­ty the whole block would not have been suf­fi­cient to give room to the large crowd of sub­scribers who as­sem­bled on that day. But a meet­ing in the fresh air on one of the pub­lic squares of Bal­ti­more was not very agree­able in such cold weath­er. Usu­al­ly the large hall of the Gun Club was dec­o­rat­ed with mod­els of all kinds lent by mem­bers of the Club. It was a re­al mu­se­um of ar­tillery. Even the fur­ni­ture, chairs and ta­bles, so­fas and di­vans, re­called by their strange shapes those mur­der­ous en­gines which had sent in­to a bet­ter world many brave peo­ple whose great­est wish was to die of old age.

			On this meet­ing day all these things were tak­en down and out. This was not a meet­ing for the pur­pose of war, but a com­mer­cial and peace­ful meet­ing over which Im­pey Bar­bi­cane was go­ing to pre­side. All room pos­si­ble had been made for the sub­scribers who ar­rived from all parts of the Unit­ed States. In the hall as well as in the ad­join­ing rooms the crowds were push­ing and press­ing each oth­er with­out heed­ing the in­nu­mer­able peo­ple who were stand­ing on the ad­join­ing streets. The mem­bers of the Gun Club, as first sub­scribers to the af­fair, had places re­served for them very near the desk. Among them could be found Col. Blooms­ber­ry, more hap­py than ev­er; Tom Hunter, with his wood­en legs, and the jol­ly Bils­by. Very snug in a com­fort­able arm­chair was Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt, who should re­al­ly have had a place on the right hand of the Pres­i­dent, as she was in re­al­i­ty the own­er of the Arc­tic re­gion. Sev­er­al oth­er ladies were in the crowd. They could read­i­ly be seen by their large and much-dec­o­rat­ed hats in many dif­fer­ent col­ors. The large crowd on the out­side tried to push in­to the hall, and one might eas­i­ly have thought that all the peo­ple present were not mere­ly help­mates of the mem­bers of the Gun Club, but rather their per­son­al friends. The Eu­ro­pean del­e­gates—Swedish, Nor­we­gians, Dan­ish, Eng­lish, Dutch, and Rus­sian-oc­cu­pied re­served seats, and if they had bought any stock in this so­ci­ety it was on­ly each one in­di­vid­u­al­ly to such an ex­tent as to jus­ti­fy a vote in the pro­ceed­ings. Af­ter they had been so close­ly unit­ed in pur­chas­ing these re­gions they were unit­ed now on­ly to an­noy the pur­chasers. It may eas­i­ly be imag­ined what in­tense cu­rios­i­ty they had to hear the im­por­tant com­mu­ni­ca­tion which the Pres­i­dent was about to make to them. This com­mu­ni­ca­tion un­doubt­ed­ly would throw some in­for­ma­tion on the point as to how the so­ci­ety would pro­ceed to reach the North Pole. Was this not a more dif­fi­cult thing than mere­ly to make use of the coal mines? If there should be any ob­jec­tions to make you may be as­sured that Ma­jor Donel­lan, backed up by his sec­re­tary, Dean Toodrink, would make them, and the oth­er del­e­gates would not be very slow in adding their word al­so. The Ma­jor had firm­ly de­cid­ed to ha­rass and an­noy his ri­val, Im­pey Bar­bi­cane, as much as he pos­si­bly could.

			It was 8 o’clock in the evening. The hall, the par­lors, and all quar­ters oc­cu­pied by the Gun Club blazed with lights which the Edi­son elec­troliers throw out. As soon as the doors were thrown open for the pub­lic a ter­ri­ble crowd jammed in­to the hall. But ev­ery­one be­came silent as the ush­ers an­nounced that the Coun­cil of Ad­min­is­tra­tion was com­ing. There, on a draped plat­form, with a ta­ble cov­ered with black cloth, in full sight, Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane, his Sec­re­tary, J. T. Mas­ton, and his as­so­ciates, took their places. A triple round of cheers, fol­lowed by hearty “tigers,” rang through the hall and out to the ad­join­ing streets. Very solemn­ly Mr. Mas­ton and Capt. Nicholl took their seats. Then the Pres­i­dent, who had re­mained stand­ing, opened the pro­ceed­ings. He put his right hand in his trous­er’s pock­et and his left hand in his vest front and be­gan as fol­lows:

			“La­dy and gen­tle­men sub­scribers, the Coun­cil of Ad­min­is­tra­tion has called a meet­ing in these head­quar­ters of the Gun Club to make an im­por­tant com­mu­ni­ca­tion to you. You have learned by the cir­cu­lars and through the dis­cus­sions in the pa­pers that the ob­ject of our Club is to ex­plore the large coal fields sit­u­at­ed in the Arc­tic re­gions, which we have re­cent­ly pur­chased and to which we hold a ti­tle from the Amer­i­can Gov­ern­ment. The amount of mon­ey raised by pub­lic sub­scrip­tion will be used for these pur­pos­es. The suc­cess which will be at­tained by it sur­pass­es be­lief and the div­i­dends your mon­ey will bring you will be un­sur­passed in the com­mer­cial or fi­nan­cial his­to­ry of this or any oth­er coun­try.” Here ap­plause was heard for the first time and for a mo­ment the or­a­tor was in­ter­rupt­ed. “You do not for­get,” said he, “how we have proved to you that there must be vast coal fields in these re­gions, per­haps al­so fields of fos­sil ivory. The ar­ti­cles pub­lished on this sub­ject do not al­low any doubt that coal fields are there, and coal is now, you know, the ba­sis of all our com­mer­cial in­dus­try. With­out men­tion­ing the coal which is used ev­ery year in fir­ing and heat­ing, we might think of coal used for many oth­er pur­pos­es, of which I could men­tion a hun­dred dif­fer­ent ones. It is cer­tain that coal is the most pre­cious sub­stance, and will some day, on ac­count of the large con­sump­tion of it; fail in its sup­ply. Be­fore 500 years have passed the coal mines which are at present in use will have stopped giv­ing coal.”

			“Three hun­dred years,” cried one of those present. “Two hun­dred years,” an­swered an­oth­er.

			“Let us say at some time soon­er or lat­er,” con­tin­ued the Pres­i­dent, calm­ly, “and let us sup­pose, too, that we will even dis­cov­er new coal fields yet, whose coal will give out, say at the end of the nine­teenth cen­tu­ry.” Here he stopped to give his lis­ten­ers a chance to grasp the idea. Then he be­gan again: “There­fore, we come here, sub­scribers, and I ask you to rise and go with me to the North Pole im­me­di­ate­ly.” Ev­ery­body present got up and seemed about to rush away and pack their trunks, as if Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane had a ves­sel ready to take them di­rect to the North Pole. But a re­mark made by Ma­jor Donel­lan in a clear and loud voice brought them back to re­al­i­ty and stopped them at once. “Be­fore start­ing,” he asked, “I would like to know by what means we can reach the North Pole?”

			“Ei­ther by wa­ter, or land, or by air,” qui­et­ly an­swered Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane.

			All the peo­ple present sat down, and it may read­i­ly be un­der­stood with what a feel­ing of cu­rios­i­ty.

			“In spite of all the de­vo­tion and courage of pre­vi­ous ex­plor­ers, the eighty-fourth par­al­lel has thus far been the north­ern lim­it reached. And it may fair­ly be sup­posed that this is as far north as any­body will ev­er get by the means em­ployed at the present day. Up to the present time we have on­ly used boats and ves­sels to reach the ice­bergs, and rafts to pass over the fields of ice. Peo­ple should not adopt such rash means and face the dan­gers to which they are ex­posed through the low tem­per­a­ture. We must em­ploy oth­er means to reach the North Pole.”

			It could be seen by the ex­cite­ment which took hold of the au­di­tors, that they were on the point of hear­ing the se­cret which has been so vig­or­ous­ly searched for by ev­ery­one.

			“And how will you reach it?” de­mand­ed the del­e­gate of Eng­land.

			“Be­fore ten min­utes have passed you will know it, Ma­jor Donel­lan,” said Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane, “and I may add in ad­dress­ing my­self to all the stock­hold­ers, that they should have con­fi­dence in us as the pro­mot­ers of this af­fair, for we are the same who have tried to send a pro­jec­tile to the moon.”

			“Yes,” cried Dean Toodrink, sar­cas­ti­cal­ly, “they tried to go as far as the moon. And we can eas­i­ly see that they are here yet.”

			Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane ig­nored the in­ter­rup­tion. Shrug­ging his shoul­ders, he said in a loud voice: “Yes, ladies and gen­tle­men, in ten min­utes you will know what we are go­ing to do.”

			A mur­mur, made up of many “Ahs!” and “Ohs!” fol­lowed this re­mark. It seemed to them as if the or­a­tor had said in ten min­utes they would be at the North Pole. He then con­tin­ued in the fol­low­ing words:

			“First of all, it is a con­ti­nent which forms this arc­tic re­gion, or it is an ocean, and has Com­man­der Nares been right in call­ing it ‘pa­le­ocrys­tic ocean,’ which means an ocean of old ice? To this ques­tion I must an­swer that I think he was not right.”

			“This is not suf­fi­cient,” ex­claimed Er­ic Balde­nak. “It is not the ques­tion of sup­pos­ing, it is the ques­tion of be­ing cer­tain.”

			“Well, we are cer­tain,” came the an­swer to this fu­ri­ous in­quir­er. “Yes, it is a sol­id con­ti­nent and not an ice ocean which the N.P.P.A. has pur­chased and which now be­longs to the Unit­ed States and which no Eu­ro­pean pow­er has the right to touch.”

			A lit­tle mur­mur came from the neigh­bor­hood of the del­e­gates of the Old World. “Bah!” they said. “It is full of wa­ter, a reg­u­lar wash­basin which you will not be able to emp­ty.” Dean Toodrink as usu­al made most of the re­marks and met the hearty ap­plause of his as­so­ciates. “No, sir,” an­swered Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane, quick­ly. “There is a reg­u­lar con­ti­nent, a plat­form which ris­es like the Go­bi desert in Cen­tral Asia, three or four kilo­me­tres above the sur­face of the ocean. This is very easy to be seen from the ob­ser­va­tions made in the neigh­bor­ing coun­tries, of which the po­lar re­gion is on­ly an ex­ten­sion.

			“Af­ter their ex­plo­rations have not Nor­den­ski­old, Per­ry and Maaigaard stat­ed that Green­land gets high­er and high­er to­wards the North Pole?

			“Be­sides, they have found birds, dif­fer­ent prod­ucts and veg­eta­bles in the north­ern ice-ivory teeth al­so—which in­di­cate that this re­gion must have been in­hab­it­ed and that an­i­mals must have been there, and per­haps peo­ple as well. There used to be large forests there, which must have been formed in­to coal­fields, which we will ex­plore. Yes, there is a con­ti­nent, with­out a doubt, around the North Pole—a con­ti­nent free from all hu­man be­ings, and on which we will place the ban­ner of the Unit­ed States.”

			At this re­mark the au­di­tors ex­pressed great de­light. When the noise had fi­nal­ly sub­sid­ed Ma­jor Donel­lan could be heard to re­mark: “Well, sev­en min­utes have al­ready gone by of the ten which, as you say, would be suf­fi­cient to reach the North Pole.”

			“We shall be there in three min­utes,” cool­ly an­swered Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane.

			“But, even if this be a con­ti­nent, which con­sti­tutes your pur­chase, and if it is a raised coun­try, as we may have rea­sons to be­lieve, it is al­so ob­struct­ed by eter­nal ice, and in a con­di­tion which will make ex­plo­ration ex­treme­ly dif­fi­cult,” re­spond­ed the Ma­jor. “Im­pos­si­ble,” cried Jan Har­ald, who em­pha­sized this re­mark with a wave of his hand. “Im­pos­si­ble, all right,” said Im­pey Bar­bi­cane. “But it is to con­quer this im­pos­si­bil­i­ty that we have pur­chased this re­gion. We will need nei­ther ves­sels nor rafts to reach the North Pole; no, thanks to our op­er­a­tions, the ice and ice­bergs, new or old, will melt by them­selves, and it will not cost one dol­lar of our cap­i­tal nor one minute of our time.” At this there was ab­so­lute si­lence. The most im­por­tant mo­ment had come.

			“Gen­tle­men,” said the Pres­i­dent of the Gun Club, “Archimedes on­ly asked for a lever to lift the world. Well, this lever we have found. We are now in a po­si­tion to re­move the North Pole.”

			“What, re­move the North Pole?” cried Er­ic Balde­nak.

			“Will you bring it to Amer­i­ca?” asked Jan Har­ald. With­out doubt Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane did not wish to ex­plain him­self just yet, for he con­tin­ued: “In re­gard to this point of lever­age—” “Do not tell it! do not tell it!” cried one of his as­so­ciates, with a ter­ri­ble voice.

			“In re­gard to this lever—”

			“Keep the se­cret! keep the se­cret!” cried the ma­jor­i­ty of the spec­ta­tors, tak­ing up the cry.

			“We will keep it,” said Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane.

			Nat­u­ral­ly, the Eu­ro­pean del­e­gates were very much vexed at this re­mark. This will be eas­i­ly un­der­stood. In spite of all these ex­cla­ma­tions the or­a­tor nev­er had any in­ten­tion of mak­ing his plan known. He con­tin­ued to say: “We ob­tained our ob­ject, thanks to a me­chan­i­cal de­vice, one which has no prece­dent in the an­nals of in­dus­tri­al art. We will un­der­take it and bring it to a suc­cess­ful fin­ish by means of our cap­i­tal, and how I will in­form you forth­with.”

			“Hear! hear!” said the oth­ers present.

			“First of all, the idea of our plan comes from one of the ablest, most de­vot­ed and il­lus­tri­ous cal­cu­la­tors and one of our as­so­ciates as well,” said Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane. “One to whom we owe all the cal­cu­la­tions which al­lows us to have our work in such good con­di­tion. As the ex­plo­ration of the North Pole is not a piece of play the re­moval of the pole is a prob­lem which could on­ly be solved by the high­est cal­cu­la­tions. There­fore we have called the as­sis­tance of the hon­or­able Sec­re­tary, Mr. J. T. Mas­ton.”

			“Hip, hip, hip, hur­rah, for J. T. Mas­ton,” ex­claimed all the au­di­tors, seem­ing­ly elec­tri­fied by the pres­ence of this ex­tra­or­di­nary cal­cu­la­tor.

			Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt was deeply touched by this recog­ni­tion of the cel­e­brat­ed math­e­ma­ti­cian, who had al­ready en­tire­ly gained her heart. He con­tent­ed him­self with turn­ing his head to the right and left, bow­ing and thank­ing his au­di­tors.

			“Al­ready, dear sub­scribers,” said Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane, “since the great meet­ing in hon­or of the ar­rival of the French­man, Michel Ar­dan, in Amer­i­ca, some months be­fore our de­par­ture for the moon” (and this con­fi­dent Yan­kee spoke of the trip to the moon as qui­et­ly as if it were no more than a trip to New York), “J. T. Mas­ton had al­ready said to him­self: ‘We must in­vent ma­chines to move the North Pole. We must find a point for ac­tion and put the ax­is of the earth in the right di­rec­tion from the ob­ject.’ Well, any or all of you who lis­ten to me find it if you can. I can on­ly say the ma­chines have been in­vent­ed, the point of lever­age has been found, and now let us pay our at­ten­tion to the ques­tion of fix­ing, in the right way, for our end of the ax­is of the earth.” Here he stopped speak­ing, and the as­ton­ish­ment which was ex­pressed on the faces of his au­di­tors it is im­pos­si­ble to de­scribe.

			“What!” cried Ma­jor Donel­lan, “you then have the idea of putting the ax­is of the earth in an­oth­er di­rec­tion?”

			“Yes, sir,” an­swered Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane prompt­ly. “We have the means of mak­ing a new one which will here­after reg­u­late the rou­tine of day and night.”

			“You want to mod­i­fy the dai­ly ro­ta­tion of the earth?” re­peat­ed Col. Karkof, with fire in his eyes.

			“Ab­so­lute­ly, but with­out af­fect­ing its du­ra­tion,” an­swered Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane. “This op­er­a­tion will bring the pole at or about the six­ty-sev­enth par­al­lel of lat­i­tude, then the earth will be sim­i­lar to the plan­et Jupiter, whose ax­is is near­ly per­pen­dic­u­lar to the plane of its or­bit. Now this move­ment of 23 de­grees 28 min­utes will be suf­fi­cient to give at our North Pole such a de­gree of heat that it will melt in less than no time the ice­bergs and field which have been there for thou­sands of years.”

			The au­di­ence was out of breath. No­body thought of in­ter­rupt­ing the or­a­tor, even to ap­plaud him. All were tak­en in by this idea, so in­ge­nious and sim­ple, of mod­i­fy­ing the ax­is on which this earth­ly spher­oid is ro­tat­ing. And as for the Eu­ro­pean del­e­gates, well, they were sim­ply stu­pe­fied, par­a­lyzed, and crushed, they kept their mouths shut in the last stage of as­ton­ish­ment. But the hur­rahs seemed to rend the hall asun­der, when Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane made the ad­di­tion­al re­mark: “It is the sun which will take up­on him­self the melt­ing of the ice­bergs and fields around the North Pole, and thus make ac­cess to the same very easy. So, as peo­ple can­not go to the pole, the pole will come to them.”

		
	
		
			Yes, Just Like Jupiter

			Since that mem­o­rable meet­ing in hon­or of Michel Ar­dan, the Hon. J. T. Mas­ton had talked and thought of noth­ing else but the “chang­ing of the ax­is of the earth.” He had stud­ied the sub­ject as much as pos­si­ble and found out all the facts and fig­ures about it. As the prob­lem had been solved by this em­i­nent cal­cu­la­tor a new ax­is was go­ing to take the place of the old one up­on which the earth was now turn­ing, and the world would oth­er­wise re­main the same. In the scheme it would be pos­si­ble for the cli­mate around the North Pole to be­come ex­act­ly the same as that of Trond­hjem, in Nor­way, in the Spring. Nat­u­ral­ly, then the large amount of ice would melt un­der the ar­dent sun. At the same time the cli­mates would be dis­trib­uted over our sphere like those now on the sur­face of Jupiter. In oth­er words, the new-formed so­ci­ety of Bar­bi­cane was go­ing to change ev­ery­thing at present on the sur­face of the earth. And the cre­ation of this new ax­is was pos­si­ble, just as soon as the plat­form of which Archimedes had dreamed and the lever imag­ined by J. T. Mas­ton were at the dis­pos­al of these coura­geous en­gi­neers. And as they had de­cid­ed to make a se­cret of their in­ven­tion un­til a fu­ture time, peo­ple could not do any­thing else but make their own fig­ures. This was what all the pa­pers did, call­ing on the most sci­en­tif­ic per­sons and learn­ing as well some­thing from the most ig­no­rant per­sons. If there re­al­ly were peo­ple liv­ing on the sur­face of Jupiter, they had a good many ad­van­tages over those on the earth, ad­van­tages which had all been nar­rat­ed and ex­plained in the meet­ing which was held be­fore the trip to the moon. All these ad­van­tages would come to the peo­ple liv­ing on the earth if Bar­bi­cane & Co. could ac­com­plish what they in­tend­ed to do. Twen­ty-four hours would then al­ways sep­a­rate two noons from each oth­er. Twi­light and dawn would al­ways be as they are now. But the most cu­ri­ous thing of all would be the ab­sence of the dif­fer­ent sea­sons of the year. Now there were Sum­mer, Win­ter, Fall, and Spring. The peo­ple liv­ing on Jupiter did not know these sea­sons at all. Af­ter this ex­per­i­ment peo­ple liv­ing on this globe would not know them ei­ther. As soon as the new ax­is would be in smooth work­ing or­der there would be no more ice re­gions, nor tor­rid zones, but the whole world would have an even tem­per­a­ture cli­mate.

			What, af­ter all, is the tor­rid zone? It is a part of the sur­face in which the peo­ple can see the sun twice year­ly at its zenith, and the tem­per­ate zone but a part where the sun nev­er goes to the zenith, and the icy re­gion but a part of the world which the sun for­gets en­tire­ly for a long time, and around the North Pole this ex­tends for six months. It is sim­ply the po­si­tion of the sun which makes a coun­try ex­ceed­ing­ly hot or cold. Well, these things would not ap­pear any longer on the sur­face of the world. The sun would be al­ways over the equa­tor: it would go down ev­ery twelve hours just as reg­u­lar­ly as be­fore. “And among the ad­van­tages of the new method,” said the friends of Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane, “were these, that each per­son could choose a cli­mate which was best for him­self and his health; no more rheuma­tism, no more colds, no more grippe; the vari­a­tions of ex­treme heat would not be known any more.” In short, Bar­bi­cane & Co. were go­ing to change fix­tures which had ex­ist­ed ev­er since the world was in ex­is­tence. Cer­tain­ly the ob­serv­er would lose a few stars and things which he per­haps liked to look at now, and the po­et would not have any longer his dreamy nights, etc., but what a great ad­van­tage it would be for the world at large. “And,” said cer­tain jour­nals, “the prod­ucts of the ground can be reg­u­lat­ed so that agri­cul­tur­ists can give to each sort of plant life the tem­per­a­ture which suits it most.” Oth­er news­pa­pers asked: “Will we no more have rain, or storms, or hail-things up­on which a great deal de­pends in the har­vest time?” “Un­doubt­ed­ly,” said the friends of Bar­bi­cane & Co., “but these ac­ci­dents will be more rare than they have been, as the tem­per­a­ture will be more even. Yes, tak­en in all, it will be a great ad­van­tage to hu­man­i­ty. It will be the re­al mil­len­ni­um of the earth­ly globe. And Bar­bi­cane & Co. will have done a ser­vice to mankind which but for them would have re­mained an im­pos­si­bil­i­ty.” “Yes,” said Michel Ar­dan, “our hemi­sphere, the sur­face of which is al­ways ei­ther too cold or too warm, will no longer be the place for colds and rheuma­tism, etc.” A New York pa­per of Dec. 27 print­ed the fol­low­ing ar­ti­cle:

			
				“Hon­or to Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane! His as­so­ciates and him­self will not on­ly an­nex a new prov­ince to our Amer­i­can con­ti­nent, and there­by en­large the al­ready vast pos­ses­sions of the Unit­ed States, but they will make the whole world more pro­duc­tive and in­hab­it­able. It will be pos­si­ble then to put seed in the ground as soon as the crop had grown up and been tak­en out; there would be no more time lost dur­ing the Win­ter. And the coal mines al­so would make the coun­try rich­er than the val­ue of its en­tire present re­al­ty. Bar­bi­cane & Co. will change the whole world and put it in bet­ter con­di­tion. Thanks, then, to the peo­ple who have done this great­est of ben­e­fits to hu­man­i­ty.”

			

		
	
		
			In Which Appears the French Gentleman to Whom We Referred at the Beginning of This Truthful Story

			Such, then, were to be the prof­its due to the changes which were to be wrought by Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane. The earth would con­tin­ue to re­volve and the course of the year would not be much al­tered. As the changes would con­cern the whole world it was nat­u­ral that they be­came of in­ter­est to all. In re­gard to the new ax­is which was go­ing to be used that was the se­cret which nei­ther Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane nor Capt. Nicholl nor J. T. Mas­ton seemed to be will­ing to give to the pub­lic. Were they to re­veal it be­fore, or would none know of it un­til af­ter the change had tak­en place? A de­gree of un­cer­tain­ty be­gan to fill the Amer­i­can mind. Crit­i­cisms very nat­u­ral and to be ex­pect­ed were made in the pa­pers. By what me­chan­i­cal means was this project to be car­ried out which would bring about this change? It would nec­es­sar­i­ly de­mand a ter­ri­ble pow­er. One of the great­est pa­pers at that time com­ment­ed in the fol­low­ing ar­ti­cle: “If the earth was not turn­ing on its ax­is, per­haps a very fee­ble shock would be suf­fi­cient to give it such a move­ment as might be cho­sen, but oth­er­wise it would be very dif­fi­cult if not im­pos­si­ble to de­vi­ate it a fixed amount.” Noth­ing seemed more cor­rect af­ter hav­ing dis­cussed the ef­fort which the en­gi­neers of the N.P.P.A. were to make. Dis­cus­sion took on the in­ter­est­ing turn as to whether this re­sult would be reached in­sen­si­bly or sud­den­ly. And if the lat­ter, would not ter­ri­ble ac­ci­dents hap­pen at the mo­ment when the change took place? This trou­bled sci­en­tif­ic peo­ple as well as ig­no­rant peo­ple. It was not agree­able to know that a blow was to be struck and not know pre­cise­ly what the af­ter ef­fects were to be.

			It seemed as if the pro­mot­ers of this un­der­tak­ing had not ful­ly con­sid­ered the con­se­quences—that they would be so very dan­ger­ous to the earth, and that it would not do as much good as first thought. The Eu­ro­pean del­e­gates, more than ev­er an­gry at the loss which they had suf­fered, re­solved to make the most of this ques­tion and to ex­cite the pub­lic as much as pos­si­ble up­on it so as to turn feel­ing against the mem­bers of the Gun Club.

			It will not be for­got­ten that France had ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing to do with these del­e­gates, as it had no in­ten­tions of buy­ing the Arc­tic re­gion. How­ev­er, a French­man had come to Bal­ti­more, and for his own per­son­al ben­e­fit and in­for­ma­tion had watched with great in­ter­est the pro­ceed­ings of the Gun Club. He was an en­gi­neer, not more than thir­ty-five years old. He had been first in the poly­tech­nic school, and came out of it with the high­est hon­ors. He was with­out doubt as skil­ful a cal­cu­la­tor as Mr. J. T. Mas­ton. This en­gi­neer was a very in­tel­li­gent young man, very orig­i­nal, al­ways pleas­ant, and with most ami­able man­ners. He al­ways spoke very frankly and used plain lan­guage, no mat­ter whether he was speak­ing in earnest or in fun. He even went so far as to use slangy ex­pres­sions when they served his pur­pose. He could sit for hours at his ta­ble and fig­ure and cal­cu­late, mak­ing his fig­ures and cal­cu­la­tions as fast as he could write with a pen. His great­est plea­sure, next to these dif­fi­cult math­e­mat­i­cal ef­forts, was in “whist,” which he played ap­par­ent­ly very in­dif­fer­ent­ly, not for­get­ting to fig­ure out all his chances. His name was Al­cide Pierdeux, but he gen­er­al­ly signed it, A. Pierd, and some­times on­ly A. Pie. He was very tall. His friends re­marked that his height mea­sured about the five mil­lionth part of the quar­ter of the merid­i­an, and they were not much mis­tak­en. He had a small head, at least it looked so on his broad shoul­ders, but with a most live­ly ex­pres­sion on his face, and his blue eyes be­hind his eye­glass­es twin­kled mer­ri­ly. This was char­ac­ter­is­tic of him, for he had one of those faces which ap­pear mer­ry, even when they are in sober earnest. He was at once the best schol­ar in his class and the best tem­pered. But even if his head did seem a lit­tle small on his shoul­ders, it is safe to say that it was filled to its high­est ca­pac­i­ty. He was a math­e­ma­ti­cian, as all his an­ces­tors had been, but he did not study math­e­mat­ics to use them in his pro­fes­sion, for which he nev­er had any taste, as he dis­liked trade. No, he stud­ied math­e­mat­ics for them­selves alone, sim­ply to find them out more and more where there was so much un­known to man. Let us al­so re­mark that Al­cide Pierdeux was a bach­e­lor. He was as yet sin­gle, or, as he would ex­press it, equal to one (= 1) al­though his great­est wish was to get mar­ried. His friends all thought that he would mar­ry a very charm­ing girl, gay and spir­ituelle. But, un­hap­pi­ly for him, the girl’s fa­ther said that he was too smart and that he would talk to his daugh­ter in lan­guage which she would not be able to un­der­stand. How mod­est and sim­ple this fa­ther was, in­deed. And for this rea­son the young en­gi­neer de­cid­ed to place be­tween him­self and his coun­try the broad ocean. He asked per­mis­sion to go abroad for a year and ob­tained it. He thought that he could not make any bet­ter use of his time than to go to Bal­ti­more and note the ac­tions of the N.P.P.A. And this is how he came to be at this time in the Unit­ed States. How­ev­er, since he got to Bal­ti­more he had cared lit­tle ap­par­ent­ly for the great un­der­tak­ing of Bar­bi­cane & Co. Whether the earth would have a change of the ax­is or not, what did it mat­ter to him? He on­ly want­ed to know, and his cu­rios­i­ty was at the high­est point to find out, by what means they were to move the earth. He thought again and again how they would do it and had sev­er­al plans in his head and dis­missed them on­ly to con­sid­er the mat­ter afresh. He con­clud­ed that they want­ed prob­a­bly to sub­sti­tute a new ax­is, but he did not clear­ly see where their point of op­er­a­tions was to be. Then, again, he would say, “There is the dai­ly move­ment. It is im­pos­si­ble to sur­press it; how they will do it, is a per­fect co­nun­drum to me.” He had no idea what the plans of Bar­bi­cane and Mas­ton were. It is to be re­gret­ted very much that their in­ten­tions were not known to him, as he would have been able to fig­ure out the for­mu­lae in a very short time. And so it came about that on this 29th day of De­cem­ber, Al­cide Pierdeux was walk­ing with his hand at his brow, pon­der­ing, about the streets of Bal­ti­more.

		
	
		
			In Which a Little Uneasiness Begins to Show Itself

			A month had elapsed since the meet­ing of the Gun Club and the stock­hold­ers of the new-formed so­ci­ety, and pub­lic opin­ion was get­ting much al­tered. The ad­van­tages of the change to be wrought in the ax­is of the earth were for­got­ten and its dis­ad­van­tages be­gan to be spo­ken of. It was very prob­a­ble, pub­lic opin­ion said, that a ter­ri­ble catas­tro­phe would hap­pen, as the change could on­ly be brought about by a vi­o­lent shock. What would this catas­tro­phe ex­act­ly be? In re­gard to the change of cli­mates, was it so de­sir­able af­ter all? The Es­ki­mo and the Laps and the Samoye­den and the Tchuk­tchees would ben­e­fit by it, as they had noth­ing to lose. The Eu­ro­pean del­e­gates were very en­er­get­ic in their talk against Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and his work. To be­gin with they sent in­for­ma­tion to their Gov­ern­ment. They used the ca­ble fre­quent­ly and al­ways sent ci­pher mes­sages. They asked ques­tions and re­ceived in­struc­tions. What, then, were these in­struc­tions, al­ways in ci­pher and very guard­ed? “Show en­er­gy, but do not com­pro­mise our Gov­ern­ment,” said one. “Act very con­sid­er­ate­ly, but do not touch the ‘sta­tus quo,’ ” said an­oth­er. Ma­jor Donel­lan and his as­so­ciates did not fail to pre­dict a ter­ri­ble ac­ci­dent. “It is very ev­i­dent that the Amer­i­can en­gi­neers have tak­en steps so as not to hurt, or at least as lit­tle as pos­si­ble, the ter­ri­to­ry of the Unit­ed States,” thought Col. Boris Karkof. “But how could they do it?” asked Jan Har­ald. “If you shake a tree do not all its branch­es suf­fer while you are shak­ing it?” “And if some­body hits you on the back does not your whole body feel the pain?” said Jacques Jansen. “That is, then, what this strange para­graph of the doc­u­ment meant,” said Dean Toodrink. “That is the rea­son why they men­tioned cer­tain ge­o­graph­i­cal changes.”

			“Yes,” said Er­ic Balde­nak, “that is what we have to fear; this change will throw the sea out of its basin, and should the ocean leave its present quar­ters, would not cer­tain in­hab­i­tants of this globe find them­selves so lo­cat­ed that they could not read­i­ly com­mu­ni­cate with their fel­low-cit­i­zens?”

			“It is very pos­si­ble that they may be brought in­to such a den­si­ty of sur­round­ing medi­um,” said Jan Har­ald, grave­ly, “that they will be un­able to breathe.”

			“We will see Lon­don at the top of Mount Blanc,” ex­claimed Ma­jor Donel­lan. And with his legs crossed and his head thrown back this gen­tle­man looked straight up as if the cap­i­tal of his coun­try was al­ready lost in the clouds. In short, it be­came a pub­lic dan­ger and a most an­noy­ing one. True, it was on­ly a ques­tion of a change of 23 de­grees and 28 min­utes, but this change might bring about a great move­ment of the oceans as the new earth flat­tened it­self around the pole. Protes­ta­tions were heard from all over, and the Gov­ern­ment of the Unit­ed States was asked to in­ter­fere. “It was best not to try the op­er­a­tion at all.” “The con­se­quences of it might de­stroy this world.” “God has done all things well; it was not nec­es­sary to bet­ter his work,” were the com­ments. And yet there were peo­ple light­heart­ed enough to make mer­ry at the whole mat­ter. “Look at these Yan­kees,” they said, “they want to turn the earth on its ax­is. If the earth had shown any faults in its mo­tion it would be all right to bet­ter it, but it had gone on for mil­lions of years and al­ways as reg­u­lar­ly as clock­work.”

			In­stead of an­swer­ing such ques­tions En­gi­neer Al­cide Pierdeux tried to find which would be the coun­tries and di­rec­tions, fig­ured out by Math­e­ma­ti­cian Mas­ton, in which the test would take place—the ex­act point of the globe where the work would be­gin. As soon as he should know this he would be mas­ter of the sit­u­a­tion and know ex­act­ly the place which would be in the most dan­ger. It has been men­tioned be­fore that the coun­tries of the old con­ti­nent were prob­a­bly con­nect­ed with those of the new across the North Pole. Was it not pos­si­ble, it was asked in Eu­rope, that Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and Capt. Nicholl and J. T. Mas­ton had con­sid­ered on­ly how to save their own coun­try from any ill con­se­quences which might come from the shock? He was a Yan­kee—it was point­ed out they were all Yan­kees—and par­tic­u­lar­ly this man Bar­bi­cane, who had cre­at­ed the idea of go­ing to the moon. In any case, it was ar­gued, the whole new world, from the Arc­tic re­gions to the Gulf of Mex­i­co, would not have to fear any­thing from the shock. It is even prob­a­ble on the oth­er hand that Amer­i­ca would prof­it im­mense­ly by it and gain some ter­ri­to­ry. “Who knows what is ly­ing in the two oceans which wash the Amer­i­can coast? Was it not prob­a­ble that there was some valu­able ter­ri­to­ry which they wished to take pos­ses­sion of?” asked peo­ple who nev­er saw any­thing but the dark side of a ques­tion. “Is it sure that there is no dan­ger? Sup­pose J. T. Mas­ton should make a mis­take in his cal­cu­la­tions? And could not the Pres­i­dent have made a mis­take when he came to put his ap­pa­ra­tus in work­ing or­der? This might hap­pen to the smartest peo­ple. They might not al­ways put the bul­let in the tar­get, or they might ne­glect to put the can­non­ball in­to the can­non,” were the com­ments of these ner­vous folk. This un­easi­ness was fo­ment­ed by the Eu­ro­pean del­e­gates. Sec­re­tary Dean Toodrink pub­lished sev­er­al ar­ti­cles in this line, and even stronger ones were put by him in the Stan­dard. Jan Har­ald put some in the Swedish jour­nal Af­ten­bladt, and Col. Boris Karkof in a Rus­sian jour­nal which had a large cir­cu­la­tion. Even in Amer­i­ca opin­ions dif­fered. The Re­pub­li­cans were friends of Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane, but the Democrats de­clared them­selves against him. A part of the Amer­i­can press agreed with the Eu­ro­pean press. And as in the Unit­ed States the pa­pers had be­come great pow­ers, pay­ing year­ly for news about twen­ty mil­lions of dol­lars, they had great in­flu­ence on the peo­ple. In vain did oth­er jour­nals of large cir­cu­la­tion speak in fa­vor of the N.P.P.A. In vain did Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt pay as high as $10 a line for ar­ti­cles show­ing the ad­van­tages of this in­ven­tion. In vain did this ar­dent wid­ow try to demon­strate that ev­ery­thing was per­fect­ly cor­rect, and that J. T. Mas­ton could nev­er com­mit an er­ror in fig­ur­ing. Fi­nal­ly Amer­i­ca took fright in the mat­ter and was in­clined to be gov­erned by Eu­rope. But nei­ther Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane nor Sec­re­tary Mas­ton of the Gun Club seemed to care what was said. They did not even take the trou­ble to cor­rect the dif­fer­ent ar­ti­cles. They let peo­ple say what they liked and did not try to change their minds at all. They were too much oc­cu­pied in prepa­ra­tions for the im­mense un­der­tak­ing. It is in­deed strange that the pub­lic, who were at first so en­thu­si­as­tic and so cer­tain of suc­cess, should so sud­den­ly turn and go against this op­er­a­tion.

			Soon, how­ev­er, in spite of the mon­ey Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt spent on the mat­ter, the Pres­i­dent and Sec­re­tary of the Club came to be con­sid­ered dan­ger­ous char­ac­ters by the peo­ple of the two worlds. The Gov­ern­ment of the Unit­ed States was asked of­fi­cial­ly by the Eu­ro­pean pow­ers to in­ter­fere and ex­am­ine the mat­ter. The orig­i­na­tors were to open­ly show their ideas and by what means they hoped to ac­com­plish what they in­tend­ed. They would have to in­form the Gov­ern­ment which parts of the world would be most in dan­ger and, in short, tell ev­ery­thing which the pub­lic de­mand­ed to know. The Gov­ern­ment at Wash­ing­ton was com­pelled to do what they were asked. The up­ris­ing of pub­lic sen­ti­ment in the North­ern, South­ern, and Mid­dle States of the Union did not al­low them any oth­er course. A com­mis­sion of en­gi­neers, me­chani­cians, math­e­ma­ti­cians, and ge­og­ra­phers were ap­point­ed-fifty in all, presid­ed over by John Prestice—by the act of the 19th of Feb­ru­ary, with full pow­er to do any­thing which they con­sid­ered nec­es­sary in the mat­ter. At first the Pres­i­dent of the So­ci­ety re­ceived or­ders to ap­pear be­fore this com­mit­tee. Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane did not re­spond. Agents went to his house in Bal­ti­more, but the Pres­i­dent was gone. Where was he? No one knew. When did he de­part? Six weeks ago, on the 11th of Jan­u­ary, he had left the city, and the State of Mary­land as well, in com­pa­ny with Capt. Nicholl.

			Where did they both go? No­body could tell. Ev­i­dent­ly the two mem­bers of the Gun Club went to that mys­te­ri­ous re­gion where prepa­ra­tions were go­ing on for the great op­er­a­tion. But where could this place be? It was most im­por­tant to know where this place was in or­der to break up and de­stroy the plans of these en­gi­neers be­fore they had got too far in their work.

			The con­ster­na­tion pro­duced by this de­par­ture of the Pres­i­dent and his as­so­ciate was enor­mous. It soon changed pub­lic opin­ion to ha­tred against the N.P.P.A. and its man­agers. But there was one man who ought to know where the Pres­i­dent and his as­so­ciate had gone. There was one man who could an­swer this gi­gan­tic ques­tion, which at present ex­cit­ed the whole world and this man was—J.T. Mas­ton. He was or­dered to ap­pear be­fore the Com­mit­tee of In­quiry un­der the Pres­i­den­cy of John Prestice. He did not ap­pear. Had he al­so left Bal­ti­more? Had he al­so gone to join his as­so­ciates to aid them in their work, the re­sults of which the whole world now ex­pect­ed with such im­mense fright? No. J. T. Mas­ton was liv­ing still in his Bal­lis­tic Cot­tage, at No. 179 Franklin Street, work­ing all the time and al­ready be­gin­ning new cal­cu­la­tions, on­ly in­ter­rupt­ing his work when he want­ed to spend a so­cial evening with Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt at her mag­nif­i­cent res­i­dence at New Park. An agent was sent to him by the Pres­i­dent of the In­quiry Com­mit­tee with or­ders to bring him to their meet­ing. The agent ar­rived at the cot­tage, knocked at the door and in­tro­duced him­self. He was harsh­ly re­ceived by “Fire-Fire,” but much worse by the pro­pri­etor of the house. How­ev­er, Mr. Mas­ton thought it was no more than right that he should go to the meet­ing, and he went with the agent. As soon as he had ar­rived they be­gan to ques­tion him.

			The first ques­tion was, “Where is Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and Capt. Nicholl at present?” He an­swered with a steady voice, “I know where they are, but I am not at lib­er­ty to dis­close this in­for­ma­tion.” Sec­ond ques­tion: “Have he and his as­so­ciates made the nec­es­sary prepa­ra­tions to put this op­er­a­tion in work­ing or­der?” “This,” said Mas­ton, “is a part of the se­cret which I can­not re­veal.” “Would he be man enough to let this Com­mit­tee ex­am­ine his own work, so they would be able to judge if his So­ci­ety would be in po­si­tion to ac­com­plish their in­ten­tions?” “No, most cer­tain­ly I shall not al­low it, nev­er; I would rather de­stroy it. It is my right as a cit­i­zen of free Amer­i­ca to refuse to com­mu­ni­cate to any per­son the re­sult of my work.”

			“But,” said Pres­i­dent Prestice in a very se­ri­ous voice, “if it is your right to keep silent, it is the right of the whole Unit­ed States to ask you to stop these ru­mors and give an ex­pla­na­tion of the means which will be em­ployed by your Com­pa­ny,” Mr. Mas­ton did not agree that it was his right nor that it was his du­ty to an­swer fur­ther ques­tions. In spite of their beg­ging, threat­en­ing, etc., they could ob­tain noth­ing from this man with the iron hook. Nev­er, nev­er, would he say one word of it, and it was hard­ly pos­si­ble to be­lieve that such a strong will was con­cealed un­der that cov­er of “gut­ta-per­cha.” Mr. Mas­ton went away as he had come; he was con­grat­u­lat­ed by Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt, who was de­light­ed by the coura­geous at­ti­tude tak­en by him. When the re­sults of this last meet­ing of the In­quiry Com­mit­tee be­came known pub­lic in­dig­na­tion re­al­ly took a turn which threat­ened the se­cu­ri­ty and safe­ty of the cal­cu­la­tor. The pres­sure of pub­lic opin­ion was so great that the Cab­i­net of the Gov­ern­ment of the Unit­ed States was com­pelled to give the Com­mit­tee full per­mis­sion to do what they thought most nec­es­sary and ad­vis­able in the mat­ter. One evening, the 13th of March, J. T. Mas­ton was in his study at the Bal­lis­tic Cot­tage, very much in­ter­est­ed in dif­fer­ent fig­ures, when sud­den­ly the tele­phone bell at­tract­ed his at­ten­tion. “Hel­lo! hel­lo!” said he, an­noyed by this sud­den in­ter­rup­tion, “who wants me?” “Mme. Scor­bitt.” “What does Mrs. Scor­bitt want?” “She wants to put you on your guard, I am in­formed this mo­ment”—and she had not time to fin­ish the phrase when Mr. Mas­ton heard a ter­ri­ble noise at the door of his house. On the stairs which led to his study there was an ex­tra­or­di­nary rack­et. He could hear loud voic­es, many an­gry voic­es. Then the noise of a whole army of men mov­ing to­wards his door. It was his ser­vant Fire-Fire, who was try­ing to keep the in­trud­ers from break­ing, in­to the house and dis­turb­ing the “home” of the mas­ter. A mo­ment af­ter­wards the door was vi­o­lent­ly opened and a po­lice­man ap­peared, fol­lowed by sev­er­al oth­ers. This po­lice­man had a war­rant to make a vis­it to the house and to take pos­ses­sion of all pa­pers and al­so of J. T. Mas­ton him­self. The an­gry Sec­re­tary of the Gun Club reached for his re­volver, and would have cer­tain­ly de­fend­ed him­self had he not been sud­den­ly dis­armed. He was held by of­fi­cers, and all his pa­pers were put in a bun­dle. Sud­den­ly he made a bold ef­fort, freed him­self, grabbed his note­book, out of which he tore the last page and be­gan to chew it very quick­ly. “Now you can take it,” said he, “for it will be no good to you.” An hour af­ter­wards he was a pris­on­er in the jail of Bal­ti­more. This was un­doubt­ed­ly the best that could hap­pen to him, as it was ex­treme­ly dan­ger­ous for him to be at lib­er­ty due to the then ex­cit­ed state of the pub­lic mind.

		
	
		
			What Was Found in the Notebook of J. T. Maston and What It No Longer Contained

			The note­book, which was tak­en pos­ses­sion of by the po­lice, had thir­ty pages cov­ered with for­mu­lae and fig­ures, in­clud­ing all the cal­cu­la­tions of J. T. Mas­ton. It was a work of the high­er math­e­mat­ics, which could on­ly be ap­pre­ci­at­ed by the high­est math­e­ma­ti­cians. The fol­low­ing for­mu­la,
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			which was al­so to be found in the cal­cu­la­tion of Round the Moon, held a prom­i­nent place in these cal­cu­la­tions. The ma­jor­i­ty of peo­ple could not un­der­stand any­thing of what was writ­ten in the note­book, but it would have giv­en sat­is­fac­tion to give out the re­sults, which ev­ery­one ex­pect­ed with so much cu­rios­i­ty. And so it was that all the news­pa­pers, and the In­quiry Com­mit­tee as well, tried to read the for­mu­lae of this cel­e­brat­ed cal­cu­la­tor. In the work of Mr. Mas­ton were found some prob­lems cor­rect­ly ex­e­cut­ed, oth­ers half solved, etc. The cal­cu­la­tions had been made with great ex­act­ness and of course the In­quiry Com­mit­tee sup­posed that they were ab­so­lute­ly cor­rect. If the plan was car­ried out ful­ly it was seen that with­out a doubt the earth’s ax­is would be great­ly changed and that the ter­ri­ble dis­as­ters which were pre­dict­ed would take place with full force. The re­ports made by the In­quiry Com­mit­tee to the dif­fer­ent news­pa­pers ran as fol­lows:

			“The idea fol­lowed by the Ad­min­is­tra­tive Coun­cil of the N.P.P.A. and the ob­ject of which is to sub­sti­tute a new ax­is for the old one is to be car­ried out by means of the re­coil of a piece of ord­nance fixed at a cer­tain point of the earth. If the bar­rel of this de­vice is im­mov­ably fixed to the ground it is not at all doubt­ful that it will com­mu­ni­cate its shock over our whole plan­et. The en­gine adopt­ed by the en­gi­neers of the So­ci­ety is then noth­ing else but a mon­ster can­non, the ef­fect of shoot­ing which would be ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing if it were point­ed ver­ti­cal­ly. To pro­duce its high­est ef­fect it is nec­es­sary to point it hor­i­zon­tal­ly to­wards the north or south, and it is this last di­rec­tion which has been cho­sen by Bar­bi­cane & Co. Un­der these con­di­tions the re­coil will pro­duce a move­ment of the earth to­wards the north, a move­ment sim­i­lar to that of one bil­liard ball touched very slight­ly by an­oth­er.”

			This was re­al­ly just what the clever Al­cide Pierdeux had pre­dict­ed. As soon as the can­non has been fired off, the cen­ter line of the earth would be dis­placed in a par­al­lel di­rec­tion to that of the re­coil. This would change the di­rec­tion of the or­bit some­what, and con­se­quent­ly the du­ra­tion of the year, but in such a mild way that it must be con­sid­ered as ab­so­lute­ly free from bad re­sults. At the same time the earth takes a new move­ment of ro­ta­tion around an ax­is in the plane of the equa­tor, and the dai­ly ro­ta­tion will then be ac­com­plished in­def­i­nite­ly up­on this new ax­is, as if no dai­ly move­ment had ex­ist­ed pre­vi­ous to the shock. At present this move­ment is made around the lines of the poles, and in com­bi­na­tion with the ac­ces­so­ry force pro­duced by the re­coil there was cre­at­ed a new ax­is, the pole of which moves from the present to the amount of a quan­ti­ty called “x.” In oth­er words, if the can­non is fired at the mo­ment when the ver­nal equinox—one of the in­ter­sec­tions of the equa­tor and the eclip­tic—is at the nadir of the point of shoot­ing, and if the re­coil is suf­fi­cient­ly strong to dis­place the old pole 23 de­grees, 28 min­utes, the new ax­is be­comes per­pen­dic­u­lar to the di­rec­tion of the earth’s or­bit, the same as it is for the plan­et Jupiter.

			What the con­se­quences were ex­pect­ed to be we al­ready know, as Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane had in­di­cat­ed them at the meet­ing of the 22nd of De­cem­ber. But, giv­en the mass of the earth and the quan­ti­ty of mo­men­tum, which she pos­sess­es, is it pos­si­ble to con­ceive a piece of ord­nance so strong that its re­coil will be able to pro­duce a mod­i­fi­ca­tion in the ac­tu­al di­rec­tion of the re­al pole, and es­pe­cial­ly to the ex­tent of 23 de­grees, 28 min­utes? Yes, if a can­non or a se­ries of can­nons are built with the di­men­sions re­quired by the laws of me­chan­ics, or, in lieu of these di­men­sions, if the in­ven­tors were in pos­ses­sion of an ex­plo­sive strong enough to im­pel a pro­jec­tile with the nec­es­sary ve­loc­i­ty for such a dis­place­ment.

			Now, tak­ing as a ba­sis mod­el the can­non of 27 cen­time­tres of the French Ma­rine Corps, which throws a pro­jec­tile of 180 kilo­grams with an ini­tial ve­loc­i­ty of 500 me­tres a sec­ond, by giv­ing to this piece of ord­nance an in­creased di­men­sion of 100 times—that is, a mil­lion times in vol­ume—it would throw a pro­jec­tile of 180,000 tons: or, in oth­er words, if the pow­der had strength suf­fi­cient to give to the pro­jec­tile an ini­tial ve­loc­i­ty 5,600 times greater than that of the old black pow­der used for a can­non the de­sired re­sult would be ob­tained. In fact, with a ve­loc­i­ty of 2,800 kilo­me­tres a sec­ond, a ve­loc­i­ty suf­fi­cient to go from Paris to St. Pe­ters­burg in one sec­ond, there was no doubt that the re­coil of the pro­jec­tile, act­ing against the earth, would put ev­ery­thing again in a state of qui­etude. Well, ex­tra­or­di­nary as it may ap­pear, J. T. Mas­ton and his as­so­ciates had in their pos­ses­sion ex­act­ly this ex­plo­sive, of a near­ly un­lim­it­ed pow­er, and of which the gun­pow­der used to throw the ball of the Columbi­ad to­wards the moon gave but a faint idea. It was Capt. Nicholl who had dis­cov­ered it. The sub­stances which en­tered in­to its com­po­si­tion were on­ly im­per­fect­ly en­tered in the note­book of Mr. Mas­ton, and he mere­ly named it “me­limel­onite.” All that was known was that it was formed by the re­ac­tion of a me­lime­lo of or­gan­ic sub­stances and azot­ic acids. No mat­ter what the ex­plo­sive was, with the pow­er which it pos­sessed it was more than suf­fi­cient to throw a pro­jec­tile weigh­ing 180,000 tons out­side of the earth’s at­trac­tion, and it was ev­i­dent that the re­coil which it would pro­duce to the can­non would have the ef­fect of chang­ing the ax­is, dis­plac­ing the North Pole 23 de­grees and 28 min­utes, bring­ing the new ax­is in the di­rec­tion of the eclip­tic, and, as a con­se­quence of this, ef­fect­ing all the changes so just­ly dread­ed by the in­hab­i­tants of the earth.

			How­ev­er, there was one chance for hu­man­i­ty to es­cape the con­se­quences of this tri­al, which was to pro­voke such re­vul­sions in the ge­o­graph­i­cal and cli­mat­ic con­di­tions of the globe. Was it pos­si­ble to build a can­non of such di­men­sions that it was to be a mil­lion times greater in vol­ume than the one of 27 cen­time­tres? It was doubt­ful. That was just the point and one of the rea­sons for think­ing the at­tempt of Bar­bi­cane & Co. would not suc­ceed. But there was the oth­er pos­si­bil­i­ty, for it seemed that the Com­pa­ny had al­ready be­gun to work on their gi­gan­tic project. Now the ques­tion arose, where was their place of op­er­a­tions? No one knew, and con­se­quent­ly it was im­pos­si­ble to over­take these au­da­cious op­er­a­tions. It was well known that Bar­bi­cane and Nicholl had left Bal­ti­more and Amer­i­ca. They had gone away two months ago. Where were they? Most cer­tain­ly at that un­known point of the globe where the op­er­a­tions were un­der way for their grand ob­ject. It was ev­i­dent that this place was in­di­cat­ed on the last page of the note­book of J. T. Mas­ton. On this point there was no doubt. But this last page had been torn out and eat­en up by the ac­com­plice of Im­pey Bar­bi­cane, and Mas­ton sat im­pris­oned in the Bal­ti­more City Prison and ab­so­lute­ly re­fused to speak. This was the con­di­tion of af­fairs. If the Pres­i­dent suc­ceed­ed in mak­ing this mon­ster can­non and its pro­jec­tile—in a word, if the op­er­a­tion was car­ried out un­der the above stat­ed con­di­tions—it would mod­i­fy the earth’s ax­is, and with­in six months the earth would be sub­ject to the con­se­quences of this au­da­cious at­tempt of Bar­bi­cane & Co. This would come on the 22nd day of Sep­tem­ber, twelve hours af­ter the pas­sage of the sun over the merid­i­an of the place “x.”

			The facts that were known were:

			
					
					That the shoot­ing would be done with a can­non a mil­lion times larg­er than the can­non of 27 cen­time­tres.

				

					
					That the can­non would be load­ed with a pro­jec­tile of 180,000 tons.

				

					
					That the pro­jec­tile would be an­i­mat­ed with a ve­loc­i­ty of 2,800 kilo­me­tres.

				

					
					That the shoot­ing would take place on the 22nd of Sep­tem­ber, twelve hours af­ter the pas­sage of the sun over the merid­i­an of the place “x.”

				

			

			Was it pos­si­ble to de­duce, un­der these facts, where was the spot “x,” where the op­er­a­tion was to take place? Ev­i­dent­ly not, said the In­quiry Com­mit­tee. There was noth­ing by which to cal­cu­late where the point “x” was, as noth­ing in the cal­cu­la­tions of Mr. Mas­ton in­di­cat­ed through which point of the globe the new ax­is was to pass, or, in oth­er words, on which part of the present earth the new poles would be sit­u­at­ed. There­fore, it would be im­pos­si­ble to know which would be the el­e­vat­ed and sub­merged coun­tries, due to the changed sur­face of the ocean, or which parts of the earth would be trans­formed in­to wa­ter, and where wa­ter would be trans­formed in­to land. It was ev­i­dent that the max­i­mum change in the ocean sur­face would be 8.415 me­tres, and that in cer­tain points of the globe var­i­ous ar­eas would be low­ered and raised to this amount. All, how­ev­er, de­pend­ed up­on the lo­ca­tion of the point “x,” or where the shoot­ing was to take place. In oth­er words, “x” was the se­cret of the pro­mot­er of this un­cer­tain af­fair. “We have,” said the Com­mit­tee, “on­ly to men­tion again that the in­hab­i­tants of the world, no mat­ter in what part of it they are liv­ing, are di­rect­ly in­ter­est­ed in know­ing this se­cret, as they are all di­rect­ly threat­ened by the ac­tions of Bar­bi­cane & Co. There­fore all the in­hab­i­tants of Eu­rope, Africa, Asia, Amer­i­ca, and Aus­tralia are ad­vised to watch all gun foundries, pow­der fac­to­ries, etc., which are sit­u­at­ed in their ter­ri­to­ry and to note the pres­ence of all strangers whose ar­rival may ap­pear sus­pi­cious, and to ad­vise the In­quiry Com­mit­tee at Bal­ti­more by wire im­me­di­ate­ly. Heav­en grant that this news may ar­rive be­fore the 22nd of Sep­tem­ber of the present year, as that date threat­ens to dis­turb the or­der es­tab­lished since the cre­ation in our earth­ly sys­tem.

		
	
		
			In Which J. T. Maston Heroically Continues to Be Silent

			Ac­cord­ing to a for­mer sto­ry a gun was to be em­ployed to throw the pro­jec­tile from the earth to the moon; now the gun was to be em­ployed to change the earth’s ax­is. The can­non, al­ways the can­non; these gun­ners of the Gun Club had noth­ing else in their heads but the can­non. They had a re­al craze for the can­non. Was this bru­tal en­gine again threat­en­ing the uni­verse? Yes, we are sor­ry to con­fess it, it was a can­non which was up­per­most in the mind of Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and his as­so­ciates. Af­ter the Columbi­ad of Flor­i­da, they had gone on to the mon­ster can­non of the place “x.” We may al­most hear them shout with a loud voice: “Take aim at the moon.” First act, “Fire.” “Change the ax­is of the earth.” Sec­ond act, “Fire.” And the wish which the whole world had for them was, “To hell.” Third act, “Fire.” And re­al­ly their scheme jus­ti­fied the pop­u­lar opin­ion.

			As it was, the pub­li­ca­tion of this last re­port of the Com­mit­tee in the news­pa­pers pro­duced an ef­fect of which one can scarce­ly form an ide­al. The op­er­a­tion to be tried by Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and Capt. Nicholl, it was very clear, was go­ing to bring about one of the most dis­as­trous in­ter­rup­tions in the dai­ly rou­tine of the earth. Ev­ery­body un­der­stood what the con­se­quences of it would be. There­fore the ex­per­i­ment of Bar­bi­cane & Co. was gen­er­al­ly cursed, de­nounced, etc. In the Old as well as in the New World the mem­bers of the N.P.P.A. had at the time on­ly en­e­mies. If there were in­deed a few friends left to them among their cranky Amer­i­can ad­mir­ers, they were very few.

			Re­gard­ing on­ly their per­son­al se­cu­ri­ty, Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and Capt. Nicholl had act­ed wise­ly in leav­ing Bal­ti­more and Amer­i­ca. It was safe to be­lieve that some ac­ci­dent had hap­pened to them. They could not with­out di­vine pun­ish­ment threat­en four­teen hun­dred mil­lion in­hab­i­tants by a change wrought in the hab­it­abil­i­ty of the earth.

			But how was it pos­si­ble that the two lead­ers of the Gun Club had dis­ap­peared with­out leav­ing any trace be­hind them? How could they have sent away the ma­te­ri­al and as­sis­tants which were nec­es­sary to such an op­er­a­tion with­out any­one see­ing them? A hun­dred rail­road cars, if it was by rail, a hun­dred ves­sels, if it was by wa­ter, would not have been more than suf­fi­cient to trans­port the loads of met­al of coal, and of me­limel­onite. It was en­tire­ly in­com­pre­hen­si­ble how this de­par­ture could have been made incog­ni­to. How­ev­er, it was done. And still more se­ri­ous it ap­peared when it was known af­ter in­quiry that no or­ders had been sent to the gun foundries or pow­der fac­to­ries, or the fac­to­ries which pro­duce chem­i­cal prod­ucts in ei­ther of the two con­ti­nents. How in­ex­pli­ca­ble all this was! With­out doubt it would be ex­plained some day.

			At any rate, if Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and Capt. Nicholl, who had mys­te­ri­ous­ly dis­ap­peared, were shel­tered from any im­me­di­ate dan­ger, their col­league, Mr. Mas­ton, was un­der lock and key, and had to face all the pub­lic in­dig­na­tion. Noth­ing could make him yield, how­ev­er. Deep at the bot­tom of the cell which he oc­cu­pied in the prison of Bal­ti­more, the Sec­re­tary of the Gun Club gave him­self up more and more to think­ing of those dis­tant as­so­ciates whom he was not able to fol­low. He pic­tured the vi­sion of Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and his as­so­ciate, Capt. Nicholl, pre­par­ing their gi­gan­tic op­er­a­tion at this un­known point of the globe, with noth­ing in their way. He saw them build their enor­mous de­vice, com­bin­ing their me­limel­onite, mould­ing the pro­jec­tile which the sun would so soon count as one of its small satel­lites. This new star was to have the charm­ing name “Scor­bet­ta,” in gal­lant ac­knowl­edg­ment of the love and es­teem felt to­wards the rich cap­i­tal­ist wid­ow of New Park. J. T. Mas­ton cal­cu­lat­ed the days which would elapse be­fore the one on which the gun would be fired.

			It was al­ready the be­gin­ning of April. In two months and a half the merid­i­an star, af­ter hav­ing stopped on the Trop­ic of Can­cer, would go back to­wards the Trop­ic of Capri­corn. Three months lat­er it would tra­verse the equa­to­ri­al line at the Fall equinox.

			And then these sea­sons, which have ap­peared an­nu­al­ly for mil­lions of years, and which have changed so reg­u­lar­ly, will be brought to an end. For the last time in 189- the sphere would have sub­mit­ted to this suc­ces­sion of days and nights. Tru­ly, this was a mag­nif­i­cent work, su­per­hu­man, even di­vine. J. T. Mas­ton for­got the Arc­tic re­gion and the ex­plo­ration of the coal mines around the pole, and he on­ly saw, in his mind’s eye, the cos­mo­graph­ic con­se­quences of the op­er­a­tion. The prin­ci­pal ob­ject of the as­so­ci­a­tion was now to make those changes and dis­place­ments which were to re­mod­el the face of the earth.

			But that was just the point. Did the earth wish to change her face at all? Was she not still young and charm­ing with the one which God had giv­en her at the first hour of her cre­ation?

			Alone and de­fense­less in his prison cell, noth­ing could in­duce Mr. Mas­ton to speak about the mat­ter, no mat­ter what plan was tried. The mem­bers of the In­quiry Com­mit­tee urged him dai­ly to speak, and vis­it­ed him dai­ly, but they could ob­tain noth­ing. It was about this time that John Prestice had the idea of us­ing an in­flu­ence which might pos­si­bly suc­ceed, and this was the aid of Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt. Ev­ery­one knew what feel­ings the gen­er­ous wid­ow en­ter­tained for Mr. Mas­ton, how de­vot­ed she was to him, and what un­lim­it­ed in­ter­est she had in this cel­e­brat­ed cal­cu­la­tor. There­fore, af­ter de­lib­er­a­tion of the Com­mit­tee, Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt was au­tho­rized to come and go, vis­it­ing the pris­on­er as much as she liked.

			Was she not threat­ened just as well as any oth­er per­son on this earth by the re­coil of this mon­ster can­non? Would her palace at New Park be spared any more than the small­est hut of the In­di­an? Was not her very ex­is­tence just as much in doubt as that of the sav­age liv­ing on the fur­thest isle of the Pa­cif­ic Ocean? That is what the Pres­i­dent of the In­quiry Com­mit­tee gave her to un­der­stand, and for this rea­son she was begged to use her in­flu­ence with the math­e­ma­ti­cian. If he would con­sent to speak, and would say at what place Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and Capt. Nicholl were, and how many peo­ple they had with them to ac­com­plish their ends, it would yet be time to go and stop them and put an end to their project, and thus save hu­man­i­ty from this most dan­ger­ous catas­tro­phe which threat­ened the world.

			Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt was there­fore ad­mit­ted to the prison when­ev­er she wished it. She was most de­sirous of see­ing J.T. Mas­ton again af­ter he had been tak­en from his com­fort­able study at Bal­lis­tic Cot­tage by those rough po­lice agents. If any im­po­lite per­son had on the 9th of April put his ear at the door of his cell the first time when Mrs. Scor­bitt en­tered he would have heard the fol­low­ing con­ver­sa­tion:

			“Ah, at last, my dear Mas­ton, I see you again.”

			“You, Mrs. Scor­bitt!”

			“Yes, my dear friend, af­ter four weeks—four long weeks of sep­a­ra­tion.”

			“Ex­act­ly twen­ty-eight days, five hours and forty-five min­utes,” an­swered J. T. Mas­ton, af­ter hav­ing con­sult­ed his watch.

			“Fi­nal­ly we are re­unit­ed.”

			“But how did it hap­pen that they al­lowed you to pen­e­trate as far as this cell to see me, dear Mrs. Scor­bitt?”

			“Un­der the con­di­tion of us­ing all my in­flu­ence over you, thanks to my af­fec­tion for you, in ad­vis­ing you to dis­close the se­cret of the where­abouts of Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane.”

			“What, Evan­geli­na!” cried Mr. Mas­ton, “and you have con­sent­ed to give me such ad­vice. You have en­ter­tained the thought that I could be­tray my as­so­ciates.”

			“Me, dear Mas­ton! Do you con­sid­er me so bad? Me! To sac­ri­fice your se­cu­ri­ty for your hon­or. Me! To per­suade you to an act which would shame a life con­se­crat­ed en­tire­ly to the high­est spec­u­la­tions of pure math­e­mat­ics.”

			“Bra­vo, Mrs. Scor­bitt! I see in you once more the gen­er­ous pa­tron of our So­ci­ety. No, I have nev­er doubt­ed your great heart.”

			“Thank you, Mr. Mas­ton.”

			“In re­gard to my­self,” con­tin­ued Mas­ton, “al­low me to say, be­fore telling the point of the earth where our great shoot­ing will take place—sell, so to speak, the se­cret which I have been able to keep so well, to al­low these bar­bar­ians to fly and pur­sue our friends, to in­ter­rupt their works, which will make our prof­it and glo­ry, I would rather die.”

			“Splen­did, Mr. Mas­ton!” cried Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt.

			And these two be­ings, unit­ed by the same en­thu­si­asm, crazed by it if you will, one as well as the oth­er, were well matched in un­der­stand­ing each oth­er per­fect­ly.

			“No, they will nev­er know the name of the coun­try which my cal­cu­la­tions have des­ig­nat­ed, and the rep­u­ta­tion of which will be­come im­mor­tal,” said J. T. Mas­ton. “They can si­lence me if they like, but they will nev­er have the se­cret from me.”

			“And they can kill me with you,” said Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt; “I will al­so be mute.”

			“It is lucky, dear Evan­geli­na, that they are ig­no­rant of your knowl­edge of the place.”

			“Do you be­lieve that I would be ca­pa­ble of be­tray­ing it, be­cause I am on­ly a wom­an? Be­tray my as­so­ciates and you! No, my friend, no. If they should raise the whole city and coun­try against you—if the whole world would come to the door of this cell to take you away, I shall be there, too, and we will at least have one con­so­la­tion—we will die to­geth­er.”

			As if there could be any greater con­so­la­tion and Mr. Mas­ton could dream of a sweet­er death than dy­ing in the arms of Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt! And so end­ed the con­ver­sa­tion ev­ery time that this ex­cel­lent wom­an vis­it­ed the pris­on­er. And when the In­quiry Com­mit­tee asked her what the re­sult was, she would say: “Noth­ing as yet; per­haps with time I shall be able to reach my point.”

			Ah, wom­en, wom­en! What are wom­en? “In time,” she urged. But time went on with fast steps. Weeks went ’round like days, days like hours and hours like min­utes.

			It was al­ready May. Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt had not been able to get any in­for­ma­tion from J. T. Mas­ton, and where she had failed there was no hope of any oth­er per­son suc­ceed­ing.

			Was it, then, nec­es­sary to ac­cept this ter­ri­ble shock with­out in­ter­fer­ing in any way? No, no! Un­der such cir­cum­stances res­ig­na­tion was im­pos­si­ble. The Eu­ro­pean del­e­gates be­came more and more out of spir­its. There was wran­gling be­tween them ev­ery day. Even Jacques Jansen woke up out of his Dutch placid­i­ty and an­noyed his col­leagues great­ly by his dai­ly charges and coun­ter­charges. Col. Boris Karkof even had a du­el with the Sec­re­tary of the In­quiry Com­mit­tee in which he on­ly slight­ly in­jured his ad­ver­sary. And Ma­jor Donel­lan; well, he nei­ther fought with firearms nor with bare fists, quite con­trary to Eng­lish use, and he on­ly looked on while his Sec­re­tary, Dean Toodrink, ex­changed a few blows ac­cord­ing to prize-ring rules with William S. Forster, the phleg­mat­ic deal­er in cod­fish, the straw man of the N.P.P.A., who re­al­ly knew ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing of the af­fair.

			The whole world was leagued against the Unit­ed States and want­ed to hold the Amer­i­cans re­spon­si­ble for the ac­tions of one of their num­ber—the cel­e­brat­ed Im­pey Bar­bi­cane. There was talk of re­call­ing the am­bas­sadors and the for­eign Min­is­ters at present ac­cred­it­ed to this most reck­less Gov­ern­ment at Wash­ing­ton and of declar­ing war against the Unit­ed States. Poor Unit­ed States! It on­ly wished to lay its hands on Bar­bi­cane & Co. In vain did the Re­pub­lic re­ply to the Pow­ers of Eu­rope, Asia, Africa and Aus­tralia that they were at lib­er­ty to ar­rest these ad­ven­tur­ous Amer­i­cans wher­ev­er they found them. No­body would lis­ten pa­tient­ly to such talk. And so, far away Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and his as­so­ciate were oc­cu­pied in pre­par­ing their great op­er­a­tion. As noth­ing could be found of them the for­eign coun­tries be­gan to say: “You have their ac­com­plice; now it is sure that Mr. Mas­ton knows where these peo­ple are and what they are do­ing. Make him speak, this man, Mr. Mas­ton. Why not use hot oil, melt­ed lead, etc.? Why not use such means as were used for­mer­ly un­der cir­cum­stances less grave and for cas­es which on­ly in­ter­est­ed a few pri­vate peo­ple?” But it was an­swered that, while such means were jus­ti­fied in for­mer times, they could not be used at the end of a cen­tu­ry as far ad­vanced as the nine­teenth cen­tu­ry was. There­fore, J. T. Mas­ton had noth­ing to fear in that line; all that was left to hope was that he would fi­nal­ly con­sid­er the enor­mi­ty of his crime and would de­cide to re­veal his se­cret, or that some ac­ci­dent would re­veal it for him.

		
	
		
			At the Close of Which J. T. Maston Utters an Epigram

			Time went on, how­ev­er, and very like­ly al­so the works of Bar­bi­cane and Capt. Nicholl who were go­ing on al­so un­der these very sur­pris­ing con­di­tions, no one knew where.

			How was it pos­si­ble, it was asked, that an op­er­a­tion which re­quired the es­tab­lish­ment of a con­sid­er­able iron foundry, the erec­tion of high blast fur­naces, ca­pa­ble of melt­ing a mass of met­al a mil­lion times as large as the ma­rine corps can­non of 27 cen­time­ters, and a pro­jec­tile weigh­ing 180,000 tons, all of which ne­ces­si­tat­ed the em­ploy­ment of sev­er­al thou­sand work­men, their trans­port, their man­age­ment, etc.—yes, how was it pos­si­ble that such an op­er­a­tion could go on with­out the in­ter­est­ed world get­ting any knowl­edge of it. In which part of the Old or New World had Bar­bi­cane & Co. se­cret­ly es­tab­lished a foothold so that no hint was giv­en to peo­ple liv­ing in the vicin­i­ty? Was it on a de­sert­ed is­land in the Pa­cif­ic Ocean or in the In­di­an Ocean? But there were no more de­sert­ed is­lands: the Eng­lish had gob­bled them all up. Per­haps the new So­ci­ety had dis­cov­ered one for this spe­cial pur­pose. Per­haps, one re­marked, they might be in some part of the arc­tic re­gions. No, this could not be, as it was sim­ply be­cause they could not be reached that the N.P.P.A. was go­ing to re­move them. There­fore, to look for Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and Capt. Nicholl on one of these is­lands or in some in­ac­ces­si­ble point was sim­ply wast­ing time. Did not the note­book tak­en away from J. T. Mas­ton state that the shoot­ing would take place on or about the equa­tor? And all the coun­tries around it were in­hab­it­ed by some peo­ple. It seemed im­pos­si­ble for them to be so se­cret­ed in any part of the hab­it­able world with­out some­one in­form­ing the com­mit­tee at Bal­ti­more.

			Now, what did Al­cide Pierdeux think of all this? He was dream­ing of all kinds of con­se­quences which this op­er­a­tion would have. That Capt. Nicholl had in­vent­ed an ex­plo­sive of such tremen­dous pow­er, that he had found the me­limel­onite, with an ex­pan­sive force three or four thou­sand times stronger than that of the most vi­o­lent ex­plo­sive known, and 5,600 times stronger than the good old black gun­pow­der of our an­ces­tors, this was as­ton­ish­ing enough—very as­ton­ish­ing. But it was not im­pos­si­ble at all. One can hard­ly know what the fu­ture will bring in these days of progress when de­vices ex­ist to de­stroy whole armies at very long dis­tances. In any event, the change of the earth’s ax­is, pro­duced by the re­coil of a piece of ord­nance, was not suf­fi­cient­ly nov­el to as­ton­ish the French en­gi­neer. Then, con­sid­er­ing the plans of Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane, he said: “It is ev­i­dent that the earth re­ceives dai­ly the re­coil of all the blows which are giv­en on its sur­face. Hun­dreds of thou­sands of peo­ple amuse them­selves dai­ly by send­ing thou­sands of pro­jec­tiles weigh­ing a few kilo­grams or mil­lions of pro­jec­tiles weigh­ing a few grams, and even when I walk or jump, or when I stretch out my arm, all this takes place on the sur­face of our sphere and adds to or checks its mo­tion. Is, then, your great ma­chine of such a na­ture as to pro­duce the re­coil asked for? How in the name of can­dor can this re­coil be suf­fi­cient to move the earth? And if the cal­cu­la­tions of this fel­low, J. T. Mas­ton, prove it, it is easy enough to show it.” Al­cide Pierdeux could not but ad­mire the in­ge­nious cal­cu­la­tions of the Sec­re­tary of the Gun Club, which were com­mu­ni­cat­ed by the mem­bers of the In­quiry Com­mit­tee to those wise peo­ple who were able to un­der­stand them. And Al­cide Pierdeux, who was able to read al­ge­bra like one would read a news­pa­per, found in this sort of read­ing mat­ter an in­ex­press­ible charm. If these changes were to take place, what a ter­ri­ble catas­tro­phe it would be! Towns would be turned up­side down, oceans would be thrown out of their beds, peo­ple killed by mil­lions. It would be an earth­quake of in­com­pa­ra­ble vi­o­lence. If be­sides, said Al­cide Pierdeux, this damnable pow­der of Capt. Nicholl were less strong, we might hope that the pro­jec­tile would again strike the earth af­ter the shoot­ing, and af­ter hav­ing made the trip around the globe, then ev­ery­thing would be re­placed in a very short time and with­out hav­ing caused any very great de­struc­tion. But do not wor­ry about that. Thanks to their me­limel­onite, the bul­let will go its way and not re­turn to the earth to beg her par­don for hav­ing de­ranged her by putting her back again in her place. Pierdeux fi­nal­ly said: “If the place of shoot­ing were known I would soon be able to say up­on which places the move­ment would have the least and where the great­est ef­fect. The peo­ple might be in­formed in time to save them­selves be­fore their cities and hous­es had fall­en un­der the blow.” But how were we to know it? “I think,” he said, “the con­se­quences of the shock may be more com­pli­cat­ed than can even be imag­ined. The vol­ca­noes, prof­it­ing by this oc­ca­sion, would vom­it like a per­son who is sea­sick. Per­haps a part of the ocean might fall in­to one of their craters. It would make small dif­fer­ence then. It is en­tire­ly pos­si­ble that we might have ex­plo­sions which would make our earth jump. Ah, this Sa­tan Mas­ton, imag­ine him jug­gling with our earth­ly globe and play­ing with it as if he were play­ing bil­liards!”

			So talked and rea­soned Al­cide Pierdeux. Soon these ter­ri­ble hy­pothe­ses were tak­en up and dis­cussed by the news­pa­pers. The con­fu­sion which would be the re­sult of the scheme of Bar­bi­cane & Co. could on­ly re­sult in ter­ri­ble ac­ci­dents. And so it hap­pened that the near­er the day came the greater the fright which took pos­ses­sion of the bravest peo­ple. It was the same as it was in the year 1000, when all liv­ing peo­ple sup­posed that they would be thrown sud­den­ly in­to the jaws of death. It maybe re­called what hap­pened at this pe­ri­od. Ac­cord­ing to the Apoc­a­lypse the peo­ple were led to be­lieve that the judg­ment day had come. In the last year of the 10th cen­tu­ry, says H. Mar­tin, ev­ery­thing was in­ter­rupt­ed-plea­sures, busi­ness, in­ter­est, all, even the pub­lic works of the coun­try. Think­ing on­ly of the eter­ni­ty which was to be­gin on the mor­row, pro­vi­sion was made on­ly for the most nec­es­sary ar­ti­cles for one or two days. All pos­ses­sions, re­al es­tate, cas­tles, were be­queathed to the Church, so as to ac­quire pro­tec­tion in that king­dom of heav­en where all were so soon to en­ter. Many do­na­tions to the church­es were made with these words: “As the end of the world has come, and its ru­in is im­mi­nent.” When this fa­tal time came, all the peo­ple ran to the church­es and places set apart for re­li­gious meet­ings, and wait­ed to hear the sev­en trum­pets of the sev­en an­gels of the judg­ment day sound and call from heav­en. We know that the first day of 1,000 came and went, and noth­ing was changed. But this time it was not the ques­tion of a dis­tur­bance sim­ply based up­on some verse of the Bible. It was the ques­tion of re­mov­ing the ax­is of the earth, and this was found­ed on very re­li­able cal­cu­la­tions, and was very prob­a­ble.

			Un­der these con­di­tions the sit­u­a­tion of J. T. Mas­ton be­came each day more and more crit­i­cal. Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt trem­bled lest he would be­come the vic­tim of a uni­ver­sal cry for vengeance. Per­haps she even had in her mind the idea of mak­ing him give up the in­for­ma­tion which he so hero­ical­ly held to him­self. But she did not dare to men­tion it to him and she did well. It would have been un­wise for her to ex­pose her­self to the vol­ley of re­bukes he would have giv­en her. As we may well un­der­stand, fright had tak­en a strong foothold in the city of Bal­ti­more and the in­hab­i­tants be­came near­ly un­man­age­able. The ex­cite­ment was in­creased by ar­ti­cles ap­pear­ing in the dai­ly pa­pers. In any case, if J. T. Mas­ton had been found among the crowd of peo­ple, his fate would have been soon set­tled. He would have been giv­en to the wild beast. But he was con­tent and said: “I am ready for it.” No mat­ter what hap­pened, J. T. Mas­ton re­fused to make known the sit­u­a­tion of the “x,” know­ing very well that if he should un­veil the se­cret Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and Capt. Nicholl would be un­able to fin­ish their work. It was an in­ter­est­ing strug­gle—this fight of one man against the whole world. It on­ly made J. T. Mas­ton a grander and bet­ter man in the eyes of Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt, and al­so in the opin­ion of his as­so­ciates of the Gun Club. The Sec­re­tary of the Gun Club be­came such a cel­e­brat­ed per­son that he be­gan to re­ceive let­ters, as all crim­i­nals do, from peo­ple who wished to have a few lines from the hand which was go­ing to turn the world over. But even if this was all very nice it be­came ev­ery day more and more dan­ger­ous for our Sec­re­tary. The pop­u­la­tion hung day and night around the prison, with great noise and great tu­mult. The en­raged crowd want­ed to lynch J. T. Mas­ton. The po­lice saw the mo­ment would come when they would be un­able to de­fend the prison and the pris­on­er J. T. Mas­ton. Be­ing de­sirous of giv­ing sat­is­fac­tion and in­for­ma­tion to the Amer­i­can peo­ple, as well as to the peo­ple of oth­er coun­tries, the Gov­ern­ment at Wash­ing­ton de­cid­ed to put J. T. Mas­ton be­fore a court of jus­tice. “What oth­er peo­ple have not been able to ac­com­plish the Judges will not,” said Al­cide Pierdeux, who had af­ter all a kind of a friend­ly feel­ing for the un­hap­py cal­cu­la­tor.

			On the morn­ing of the 5th Sep­tem­ber the Pres­i­dent of the Com­mis­sion went per­son­al­ly to the cell of the pris­on­er. Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt, at her own re­quest, had been al­lowed to ac­com­pa­ny him. Per­haps at this last at­tempt the in­flu­ence of this ex­cel­lent la­dy would suc­ceed and bring the hoped-for re­sult. There was noth­ing to be left un­done. All means pos­si­ble were to be used to make this last at­tempt suc­cess­ful. If it was not—well, we will see. “Yes, we will see.” What we would see is the hang­ing of this brute Mas­ton, said the peo­ple, and the event would have come off in all its hor­ror if the peo­ple could have it their way. So it hap­pened that at 11 o’clock J. T. Mas­ton was ush­ered in­to the pres­ence of Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt and John Prestice, Pres­i­dent of the In­quiry Com­mit­tee.

			The open­ing was a very sim­ple one. The con­ver­sa­tion con­sist­ed of the fol­low­ing ques­tions and an­swers, very rapid on one side and very qui­et on the oth­er. And even un­der these cir­cum­stances the calm, qui­et speak­er was J. T. Mas­ton.

			“For the last time will you an­swer?” asked John Prestice.

			“An­swer what?” iron­i­cal­ly ob­served the Sec­re­tary of the Gun Club.

			“An­swer the ques­tion, where is the place in which your as­so­ciate, Bar­bi­cane, is at present.”

			“I have told it to you a hun­dred times.”

			“Re­peat it for the one hun­dred and first time.”

			“He is where the shoot­ing will take place.”

			“Where will the shoot­ing take place?”

			“Where my as­so­ciate, Bar­bi­cane, is.”

			“Have a care, J. T. Mas­ton.”

			“For what?”

			“For the con­se­quences of your re­fusal to an­swer, the re­sult of which will be—”

			“To pre­vent you from learn­ing that which you should not know.”

			“What we have the right to know.”

			“That is not my opin­ion.”

			“We will bring you be­fore the court.”

			“Go ahead.”

			“And the ju­ry will con­demn you.”

			“What care I.”

			“And as soon as judg­ment is ren­dered it will be ex­e­cut­ed.”

			“All right.”

			“Dear Mas­ton,” ven­tured Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt, whose heart near­ly broke on ac­count of these ter­ri­ble threats.

			“What! You, madam?” said J. T. Mas­ton.

			She hung her head and was silent.

			“And do you want to know what this judg­ment will be?”

			“If you wish to tell it,” said J. T. Mas­ton.

			“That you will suf­fer cap­i­tal pun­ish­ment, as you de­serve.”

			“Re­al­ly?”

			“That you will be hanged as sure, sir, as two and two make four.”

			“Then, sir, I have yet a chance,” said J. T. Mas­ton, re­flect­ing­ly. “If you were a lit­tle bet­ter math­e­ma­ti­cian you would not say that two and two are four. You sim­ply prove that all math­e­ma­ti­cians have been fools un­til to­day in af­firm­ing that the sum of two num­bers is equal to one of their parts; that is, two and two are ex­act­ly four.”

			“Sir!” cried the Pres­i­dent, ab­so­lute­ly puz­zled.

			“Well,” said J. T. Mas­ton, “if you would say, as sure as one and one are two, all right. That is ab­so­lute­ly ev­i­dent, be­cause that is no longer a the­o­rem; this is a def­i­ni­tion.”

			Af­ter this les­son in sim­ple arith­metic the Pres­i­dent of the Com­mit­tee went out, fol­lowed by Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt, who had so much ad­mi­ra­tion for the cal­cu­la­tor that she did not ven­ture to look at him.

		
	
		
			Very Short, but in Which “X” Takes a Geographical Value

			Very luck­i­ly for J. T. Mas­ton, the Fed­er­al Gov­ern­ment re­ceived the fol­low­ing tele­gram sent by the Amer­i­can Con­sul sta­tioned at Zanz­ibar:

			
				
					“Zanz­ibar, Sept. 23, 5 a.m. (lo­cal time)

				
				“To John S. Wright, Min­is­ter of State, Wash­ing­ton, U.S.A.:—Great works are be­ing ex­e­cut­ed in the Wa­ma­sai, south of the chain of Kil­i­man­jaro. For eight months Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and Capt. Nicholl have been es­tab­lished there with a great num­ber of black help un­der the au­thor­i­ty of Sul­tan Bali-Bali. This is brought to the knowl­edge of the Gov­ern­ment by its de­vot­ed

				
					“Richard W. Trust, Con­sul”

				
			

			And this was how the se­cret of J. T. Mas­ton be­came known. And there­fore, were the Sec­re­tary of the Gun Club still in prison, he could not have been hanged.

			But, af­ter all, who knows whether he would not rather have been glad to meet with death in the full glo­ry of his life than to live on with all the chances of dis­ap­point­ment.

		
	
		
			Which Contains a Few Interesting Details for the Inhabitants of the Earthly Sphere

			Fi­nal­ly the Gov­ern­ment of Wash­ing­ton had found out the place where Bar­bi­cane & Co. were op­er­at­ing. Should they doubt the au­then­tic­i­ty of this ca­ble? No, that was not rea­son­able. The Con­sul at Zanz­ibar was a very re­li­able per­son, and his in­for­ma­tion could be ac­cept­ed with­out doubt. It was fur­ther cor­rob­o­rat­ed by lat­er tele­grams. It was re­al­ly in the cen­ter of the re­gion of Kil­i­man­jaro in the African Wa­ma­sai, a lit­tle un­der the equa­to­ri­al line, where the en­gi­neers of the N.P.P.A. were go­ing to ac­com­plish their gi­gan­tic works.

			How could they have se­cret­ly reached this lost coun­try, at the foot of the cel­e­brat­ed moun­tain, dis­cov­ered in 1849 by Drs. Re­b­viani and Krapf, as­cend­ed by the trav­ellers Ot­to Ehlers and Ab­bot? How were they able to es­tab­lish their work­shops there, erect a foundry and bring a large num­ber of help, or at least enough to suc­ceed? How had they been able to es­tab­lish friend­ly re­la­tions with the dan­ger­ous tribes of the coun­try and their sov­er­eigns, as cun­ning as they were cru­el? This we do not know. And per­haps it would nev­er be known, as there were on­ly a few days left be­fore the 22nd of Sep­tem­ber would ar­rive. J. T. Mas­ton heard from Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt that the mys­tery of Kil­i­man­jaro had been un­veiled by a tele­gram sent from Zanz­ibar. “Great Scott!” he ex­claimed, saw­ing the air with his iron hand. “Well, we do not trav­el by tele­gram yet, nor by the tele­phone, and in six days the mat­ter will be fin­ished.”

			Those who saw and heard this re­mark­able man ut­ter these words were as­ton­ished at the en­er­gy in the old gun­ner.

			J. T. Mas­ton was right. There was no time left to send agents to Wa­ma­sai with or­ders to ar­rest Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane. They would even have been too late had they de­part­ed from Al­giers or Egypt, even from Aden, Mada­gas­car, or Zanz­ibar, as they would have met thou­sands of dif­fi­cul­ties in this moun­tain­ous re­gion, and per­haps they would have met with an army com­posed of fol­low­ers of the Sul­tan, who was in­ter­est­ed in the mat­ter. There­fore all hope of pre­vent­ing this op­er­a­tion had to be giv­en up. But if pre­ven­tion was im­pos­si­ble noth­ing seemed more easy than the fig­ur­ing out of the ter­ri­ble con­se­quences, as the ex­act sit­u­a­tion of “x” was now known.

			This prob­lem was dif­fi­cult enough, but all al­ge­braists and math­e­ma­ti­cians of large rep­u­ta­tion ought to be able to solve it. As the ca­ble of the Con­sul of Zanz­ibar had been sent di­rect to the Min­is­ter of State at Wash­ing­ton, the Fed­er­al Gov­ern­ment want­ed to keep it se­cret at first. They wished as well that its con­tents were pub­lished all over the coun­try, so that they could in­di­cate what the re­sults would be of this dis­place­ment of the ax­is and the up­ris­ing of the oceans, and thus the in­hab­i­tants of the world might learn which place of refuge was open to them ac­cord­ing to the sec­tion of the globe in which they lived. And it is easy to un­der­stand how anx­ious the peo­ple were to learn their fate.

			On the 14th of Sep­tem­ber the ca­ble dis­patch was sent to the of­fice of the Ob­ser­va­to­ry at Wash­ing­ton, with or­ders to fig­ure out the fi­nal con­se­quences up­on ge­o­graph­i­cal lo­ca­tions. Two days af­ter­wards the prob­lem was all worked out. The Old World was no­ti­fied of the re­sults by ca­ble and the New World by tele­gram. Af­ter this cal­cu­la­tion had been pub­lished by thou­sands of pa­pers, it was the on­ly thing talked of in the great cities and ev­ery­where. What will hap­pen?

			This was the ques­tion which ev­ery­body was ask­ing at ev­ery point of the globe.

			The fol­low­ing was the no­tice made by the Ob­ser­va­to­ry at Wash­ing­ton:

			
				
					“Im­por­tant No­tice

				
				“The op­er­a­tion which is be­ing tried by Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and Capt. Nicholl is as fol­lows:

				“The pro­duc­tion of a re­coil, on the 22nd of Sep­tem­ber, at mid­night, by means of a can­non a mil­lion times larg­er in vol­ume than the can­non of twen­ty-sev­en cen­time­tres, throw­ing a pro­jec­tile of 180,000 tons, with a pow­der giv­ing it a ve­loc­i­ty of 2,800 kilo­me­tres.

				“Now, if this shoot­ing takes place be­low the equa­to­ri­al line, near­ly on the thir­ty-fourth de­gree of lat­i­tude west of the merid­i­an of Paris, at the foot of Kil­i­man­jaro, and if it is di­rect­ed to­wards the south, these are the me­chan­i­cal ef­fects which it will have on the earth’s sphere: In­stant­ly, in con­se­quence of the shock act­ing with the dai­ly move­ment a new ax­is will be formed and, as the old ax­is will be dis­placed to the amount of twen­ty-three de­grees and twen­ty-eight min­utes, ac­cord­ing to the fig­ures ob­tained by J. T. Mas­ton, the new ax­is will be per­pen­dic­u­lar to the di­rec­tion of the eclip­tic.

				“Which point will the new ax­is start from? As the point of shoot­ing is known, it has been easy to cal­cu­late this.

				“In the North the ex­trem­i­ty of the new ax­is will be sit­u­at­ed be­tween Green­land and Grin­nel­land, ex­act­ly on that part of Baf­fin’s Sea where it cuts the Arc­tic po­lar cir­cle. In the South it will be on the line of the antarc­tic cir­cle, a few de­grees east of Adelia­land. Un­der these con­di­tions a new ze­ro merid­i­an, start­ing from the new North Pole, will pass through Dublin in Ire­land, Paris in France, Pa­ler­mo in Sici­ly, the Gulf of Grand Sytre on the coast of Tripoli, Obed in Dar­fur, the moun­tain chain of Kil­i­man­jaro, Mada­gas­car; the Ker­gue­len Is­land, in the Cen­tral Pa­cif­ic; the new antarc­tic pole, the an­tipodes of Paris, Cook Is­land, the Is­land of Quadra, Van­cou­ver, on the mar­gin of British Co­lum­bia; across North Amer­i­ca to Melville Is­land, in the neigh­bor­hood of the North Pole.

				“In con­nec­tion with this new ax­is of ro­ta­tion, start­ing from Baffins’ Bay in the north, to Adelia­land in the south, a new equa­tor will be formed above which the sun will trav­el with­out ev­er chang­ing his dai­ly course. The equinoc­tial line will cross the Kil­i­man­jaro, at Wa­ma­sai, the In­di­an Ocean, Goa and Chi­ca­co­la, a lit­tle be­low Cal­cut­ta in In­dia, Man­dalay in the King­dom of Siam, Kesho in Ton­quin, Hong Kong in Chi­na, Risa Is­land, Mar­shall Is­land, Gas­par Ri­co, Walk­er Is­land in the Pa­cif­ic, the Cordilleras in the Ar­gen­tine Re­pub­lic, Rio de Janeiro in Brazil, the is­lands of Trin­i­ty and St. He­le­na in the At­lantic Ocean, St. Paul de Loan­do on the Con­go, and fi­nal­ly it will meet again in the ter­ri­to­ries of Wa­ma­sai, back of Kil­i­man­jaro. This new equa­tor be­ing thus de­ter­mined by the cre­ation of the new ax­is, it be­came pos­si­ble to cal­cu­late the changes of the ocean tides, which was so im­por­tant for the se­cu­ri­ty of the in­hab­i­tants of the earth. It is just to ob­serve that the di­rec­tors of the North Po­lar Prac­ti­cal As­so­ci­a­tion had tak­en mea­sure to weak­en the shock as much as pos­si­ble. If the shoot­ing had been to­wards the north the con­se­quences of it would have been much more dis­as­trous for the more civ­i­lized parts of the earth. On the oth­er hand, shoot­ing to­wards the south the con­se­quences would on­ly be felt most in parts less pop­u­lat­ed and less civ­i­lized. The care­ful cal­cu­la­tions made showed how the wa­ters would be dis­trib­uted when thrown out of their beds by the flat­ten­ing of the sphere around the new poles. The globe would be di­vid­ed by two great cir­cles, in­ter­sect­ing in a right an­gle at Kil­i­man­jaro, and at its an­tipodes in the equinoc­tial ocean. This would form four sec­tions, two in the north and two in the south, sep­a­rat­ed by the lines up­on which the ocean up­heaval would be ze­ro.

				“In the north­ern hemi­sphere: The first sec­tion west of Kil­i­man­jaro would take in Africa from the Con­go to Egypt, Eu­rope from Tur­key to Green­land, Amer­i­ca from Eng­lish Co­lum­bia to Pe­ru, and from Brazil as high as San Sal­vador, and fi­nal­ly the whole north­ern At­lantic Ocean and the largest part of the tem­per­ate At­lantic zone.

				“The sec­ond sec­tion, east of Kil­i­man­jaro, would in­clude the greater part of Eu­rope, from the Black Sea to Swe­den, Eu­ro­pean and Asi­at­ic Rus­sia, Ara­bia, near­ly the whole of In­dia, Per­sia, Be­loochis­tan, Af­gan­istan, Turkestan, the Ce­les­tial Em­pire, Mon­go­lia, Japan, Corea, the Black Sea, the Caspi­an Sea, the greater part of the Pa­cif­ic Ocean, the ter­ri­to­ries of Alas­ka in North Amer­i­ca, and al­so the po­lar re­gion which be­longed to the Amer­i­can so­ci­ety, North Po­lar Prac­ti­cal As­so­ci­a­tion.

				“The south­ern hemi­sphere would em­brace the third sec­tion east of Kil­i­man­jaro, which would in­clude Mada­gas­car, the is­lands of Mar­i­on, Ker­gue­len, Mau­rice, Re­union, and all the is­lands of the In­di­an Ocean, the Antarc­tic Ocean (as far as the new pole), half the is­land of Malac­ca, Ja­va, Suma­tra, Bor­neo, the is­lands of Sonde, the Philip­pines, Aus­tralia, New Zea­land, New Guinea, New Cale­do­nia, all the north­ern parts of the Pa­cif­ic and its nu­mer­ous ar­chi­pel­a­gos, near­ly up to the 160th merid­i­an.

				“The fourth sec­tion, west of Kil­i­man­jaro, would com­prise the south­ern part of Africa, from the Con­go to the canal of Mozam­bique to the Cape of Good Hope, the south­ern At­lantic Ocean from Per­nam­bu­co and Li­ma, Bo­livia, Paraguay, Uraguay, the Ar­gen­tine Re­pub­lic, Patag­o­nia, the Fire Is­lands, the Mal­ouine Is­lands, Sand­wich and Shet­land Is­lands, and the south­ern part of the Pa­cif­ic Ocean east of the present 160th de­gree of lat­i­tude.

				“These would be the four sec­tions, sep­a­rat­ed by the line of ze­ro in cal­cu­lat­ing the sea-lev­el changes. Now, the ques­tion was to in­di­cate the ef­fects pro­duced on the sur­face of the four sec­tions in con­se­quence of the dis­place­ment of the oceans.

				“Up­on each of these sec­tions there was a cen­tral point on which the ef­fect would be at a max­i­mum, ei­ther by the oceans ris­ing up or by the wa­ters re­tir­ing en­tire­ly. The cal­cu­la­tions of J. T. Mas­ton had es­tab­lished with­out a doubt, that at each of these max­i­ma points the great­est height ob­tained would be 8.415 me­tres. It was there­fore cer­tain that the con­se­quences would be most se­vere against the se­cu­ri­ty of those points through the op­er­a­tion car­ried out by Bar­bi­cane & Co. The two ef­fects may be con­sid­ered sep­a­rate in their ac­tion.

				“In two of the sec­tions sit­u­at­ed op­po­site each oth­er in the north­ern hemi­sphere and in the south­ern as well, the oceans would re­treat and in­vade the two oth­er sec­tions, op­pos­ing each oth­er in each of the two hemi­spheres.

				“In the first sec­tion: The At­lantic Ocean would be near­ly en­tire­ly emp­tied and the max­i­mum point of de­pres­sion be­ing near­ly at the re­gion of Bermu­da, where the ground would ap­pear, if the depth of the ocean was in­fe­ri­or at that point to 8.415 me­tres. Con­se­quent­ly be­tween Eu­rope and Amer­i­ca vast ter­ri­to­ries would be dis­cov­ered which the Unit­ed States, Eng­land, France, Spain, and Por­tu­gal could claim ac­cord­ing to the ge­o­graph­i­cal sit­u­a­tion, as these pow­ers might wish to do. It must be ob­served that in con­se­quence of the fall­ing of the oceans the air will al­so fall equal­ly as much. There­fore the baro­met­ric pres­sure of Eu­rope and that of Amer­i­ca will be mod­i­fied to such an ex­tent that cities, sit­u­at­ed even 20 or 30 de­grees from the max­i­ma points would on­ly have the quan­ti­ty of air which is now ac­tu­al­ly found in a height of one league in the at­mos­phere. The prin­ci­pal cities, such as New York, Phil­a­del­phia, Charles­ton, Pana­ma, Lis­bon, Madrid, Paris, Lon­don, Ed­in­burgh, Dublin, Cairo, Con­stantino­ple, Dantzig, Stock­holm, on one side, and the cities cor­re­spond­ing in lat­i­tude on the oth­er side, would keep their nor­mal po­si­tion with re­gard to the gen­er­al lev­el of the air. In re­gard to Bermu­da, air would be miss­ing there the same as it would be want­ing to aero­nauts who go high­er than 8,000 me­tres. There­fore, it would be im­pos­si­ble to live there.

				“The same ef­fect would ob­tain in the op­po­site sec­tion, which would con­tain the In­di­an Ocean, Aus­tralia, and a part of the Pa­cif­ic Ocean, which would be thrown part­ly on the south­ern sea­coasts of Aus­tralia.

				“The air in­to which they would be thrown would be very clear; there was no doubt on that point, but it would not be dense enough for hu­man wants.

				“These in gen­er­al were a part of the mod­i­fi­ca­tions which would take place in the two sec­tions in which the oceans would be more or less emp­tied. There would un­doubt­ed­ly ap­pear new is­lands and moun­tains in such parts as the wa­ter did not en­tire­ly aban­don.

				“But if the dimin­u­a­tion of the thick­ness of the air did not bring enough in­con­ve­niences to those parts of the new con­ti­nents raised to the high zones of the at­mos­phere, what was to be the case of those parts which the er­rup­tion of wa­ters put be­low the sur­face? We may still breathe un­der the di­min­ished pres­sure of air be­low the at­mo­spher­ic pres­sure. On the con­trary, un­der a very few inch­es of wa­ter we can­not breathe at all, and this was the con­di­tion in which the oth­er two sec­tions found them­selves. In the sec­tion north­west of Kil­i­man­jaro the max­i­mum point would be at Yak­out­sk, in Siberia.

				“From this city sub­merged 8.415 me­tres un­der the wa­ter, less its present ac­tu­al al­ti­tude, the liq­uid mass, de­creas­ing, would ex­tend to the neu­tral lines, drown­ing the greater part of Asi­at­ic Rus­sia and of In­dia, of Chi­na, of Japan, and of Amer­i­can Alas­ka, to the Behring Sea. In re­gard to St. Pe­ters­burg and Mos­cow on one side, and Cal­cut­ta, Bangkok, Saigon, Peking, Hong Kong and Edo on the oth­er side, these cities would dis­ap­pear un­der a cov­er of wa­ter suf­fi­cient to drown all Rus­sians, Hin­dus, Siamese, Cochin Chi­nese, Chi­nese and Ja­pa­nese, if they did not have time to em­i­grate be­fore the catas­tro­phe.

				“In the sec­tion south­east of Kil­i­man­jaro the dis­as­ters would be equal­ly marked. This sec­tion is in a great part cov­ered by the At­lantic and Pa­cif­ic oceans, the lev­el of which would raise 8.415 me­tres at the Ar­chi­pel­a­gos of the Azores. All this vast area would dis­ap­pear un­der this ar­ti­fi­cial del­uge, among oth­ers the an­gle of South­ern Africa from Guinea and Kil­i­man­jaro to the Cape of Good Hope, and the tri­an­gle of South Amer­i­ca formed by Pe­ru, Cen­tral Brazil, Chile, and the Ar­gen­tine Re­pub­lic, as far as Ter­ra del Fuego and Cape Horn. The Patag­o­ni­ans, high as they are lo­cat­ed, would not es­cape this im­mer­sion, and would not even have op­por­tu­ni­ty of tak­ing refuge on that part of the An­des, as the high­est points of that range would not be vis­i­ble at all in this part of the globe.

				“This, then, must be the re­sult, the low­er­ing of the up­per and rais­ing of the low­er sec­tions, and an en­tire­ly new sur­face to the oceans, pro­duced by the cor­r­us­ca­tions in the sur­face of the earth’s sphere. Such were the hap­pen­ings which would re­sult, and against which the peo­ple of this world had no help if they could not prompdy stop Bar­bi­cane & Co. in their crim­i­nal at­tempt.”

			

		
	
		
			In Which a Crowd of Dissatisfied People Break Into the Cell of J. T. Maston

			Af­ter this pub­lic no­tice there was noth­ing left but to wait for the com­ing dan­ger or to run away to the neu­tral lines, where there would be no dan­ger. The threat­ened peo­ple were, in gen­er­al, di­vid­ed in­to two class­es—“the peo­ple who would be suf­fo­cat­ed and those who would be drowned.” This com­mu­ni­ca­tion roused many dif­fer­ent sug­ges­tions, which, how­ev­er, all turned in­to the strong­est and most vi­o­lent protes­ta­tions against the schemer and schemers. Among those who would suf­fo­cate were the Amer­i­cans in the Unit­ed States, the Eu­ro­peans of France, Eng­land, Spain, etc. Even the prospect of an­nex­ing ter­ri­to­ries now at the bot­tom of the ocean was not suf­fi­cient to make them qui­et­ly ac­cept these changes. Paris, car­ried to­wards the new pole a dis­tance about equal to that which sep­a­rates it now from the old one, would gain noth­ing by it. It would have a con­tin­ued Spring, it is true, but it would lose con­sid­er­able air. And this was not sat­is­fac­to­ry to the Parisians, who like to have as much air as pos­si­ble, and boule­vard prop­er­ty and cafés went beg­ging. Among those who would be drowned were the in­hab­i­tants of South Amer­i­ca, of Aus­tralia, Cana­da, In­dia, Zea­land, etc. Great Britain would suf­fer the loss of her rich­est colonies, which Bar­bi­cane & Co. would take away from her through their op­er­a­tion. Ev­i­dent­ly the Gulf of Mex­i­co would con­sti­tute a vast king­dom of the An­tilles, of which the Yan­kees and Mex­i­cans could claim pos­ses­sion by the prin­ci­ples of the Mon­roe doc­trine. The is­lands of the Philip­pines, Celebes and the wa­ter around them would leave vast ter­ri­to­ries of which the Eng­lish and Span­ish peo­ple could take pos­ses­sion. It is a vain com­pen­sa­tion. It did not at all bal­ance the loss due to the ter­ri­ble flood.

			If un­der the new oceans on­ly Samoye­dens, Lapons of Siberia, Feu­gans, Pato­go­ni­ans—even Tar­tars, Chi­nese, Ja­pa­nese, or a few Ar­gen­tines—would suf­fer and be lost, per­haps the civ­i­lized pow­ers would have ac­cept­ed this sac­ri­fice com­pla­cent­ly. But too many pow­ers took part in the great catas­tro­phe not to raise a tor­rent of protest.

			And what es­pe­cial­ly con­cerned Eu­rope was, that al­though the cen­tral part of it would be near­ly in­tact, it would be raised in the west and low­ered in the east, half suf­fo­cat­ed on one side and half drowned on the oth­er. This was not very ac­cept­able. The Mediter­ranean Sea would be al­most emp­tied, and this would not be very agree­able to the French­men, Ital­ians, Spaniards, Greeks, Turks, and Egyp­tians, who by their sit­u­a­tion on the coast, had in­dis­putable rights in ocean trav­el. And then, what good would be the Suez Canal, which would be saved by its po­si­tion on the neu­tral line? But what use could be made of this im­mense work of Lesseps when there was no longer the Mediter­ranean on one side of the isth­mus and the Red Sea on the oth­er, at least, with­in any rea­son­able dis­tance of it?

			No, nev­er, nev­er would Eng­land con­sent to see Gibral­ter, Mal­ta, and Cyprus trans­formed in­to moun­tain-tops, lost in the clouds, so that its men-of-war could no longer ap­proach them. No, she would not be sat­is­fied with the pos­ses­sion of some of the ter­ri­to­ry which would be gained from the At­lantic Ocean. Ma­jor Donel­lan had, how­ev­er, pre­pared al­ready to re­turn to Eu­rope to se­cure his rights on this new ter­ri­to­ry in case the op­er­a­tion of Bar­bi­cane & Co. should suc­ceed. It is seen how protests came from all parts of the world, even from States where the changes would be im­per­cep­ti­ble, be­cause their peo­ple were in­ter­est­ed in some oth­er di­rec­tion more or less.

			These protes­ta­tions be­came more and more vi­o­lent af­ter the ar­rival of the ca­ble­gram from Zanz­ibar which in­di­cat­ed the point of shoot­ing, and which it was found nec­es­sary to pub­lish the above re­port to ex­plain. Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and Cap­tain Nicholl as well as J. T. Mas­ton, were put un­der the ban of hu­man­i­ty and de­clared out­laws. But what a busi­ness all this cre­at­ed for the news­pa­pers. What sales they had, and how the cir­cu­la­tions ran up; how on many oc­ca­sions they were forced to print ex­tra edi­tions. It is per­haps the first time in jour­nal­is­tic his­to­ry that they were all unit­ed with each oth­er, as they gen­er­al­ly quar­rel in­ces­sant­ly. This was not a Eu­ro­pean or an Amer­i­can af­fair; it was an af­fair which con­cerned the whole world. It was like a bomb fall­ing in­to a pow­der mag­a­zine.

			In re­gard to Mas­ton, it looked as if his last hour had come. A ra­bid crowd rushed in­to his prison on the evening of Sept. 17, with the in­ten­tion of lynch­ing him, and the jail­er did not put any ob­sta­cles in their way. They rushed along the cor­ri­dor but the cell of J. T. Mas­ton was emp­ty. Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt had come to his help with a heavy purse of gold, and he had made his es­cape. The jail­er had been bribed by an amount of mon­ey on which he could live the rest of his life with­out work­ing. He re­mem­bered that Bal­ti­more, Wash­ing­ton, New York, and many of the prin­ci­pal cities of Amer­i­ca were on the line of those parts which would be raised, and which would still have enough air for the dai­ly con­sump­tion of their in­hab­i­tants.

			J. T. Mas­ton had gained a qui­et rest­ing spot and a safe place from the en­raged crowd of peo­ple, and so this great man owed his life to the de­vo­tion of a lov­ing wom­an. There were on­ly four days to wait, four days on­ly be­fore the gi­gan­tic op­er­a­tion of Bar­bi­cane & Co. would be ac­com­plished. The pub­lic no­tice had been read far and wide and had cre­at­ed as much pub­lic ex­cite­ment as such a mo­men­tous doc­u­ment on­ly could. If there were at the be­gin­ning a few scep­tics on the sub­ject, there were none at present. The var­i­ous gov­ern­ments had no­ti­fied in haste those of their prov­inces which would be raised in­to the air and those, a much larg­er num­ber, the ter­ri­to­ry of which would be over­run with wa­ter. In con­se­quence of this ad­vice sent by tele­graph over the five con­ti­nents of the world an em­i­gra­tion be­gan such as had nev­er been seen be­fore. Ev­ery race was rep­re­sent­ed, white, black, brown, yel­low, etc., in one chro­mat­ic pro­ces­sion. Un­hap­pi­ly, time was want­ing for all to se­cure safe­ty. The hours were now count­ed. A few months no­tice would be re­quired for the Chi­nese to leave Chi­na, the Aus­tralians, Aus­tralia, the Siberi­ans, Siberia. In some in­stances the dan­ger was a lo­cal one as soon as the place of the shoot­ing was known, so the fright be­came less gen­er­al. Some prov­inces and even some States be­gan to feel easy again. In a word, ex­cept in the re­gions di­rect­ly threat­ened, there was on­ly felt an ap­pre­hen­sion of the ter­ri­ble shock. And dur­ing all this time Al­cide Pierdeux was say­ing to him­self, “How in the wide world can Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane make a can­non a mil­lion times larg­er than that of twen­ty-sev­en cen­time­tre? This Mas­ton, I would like very much to meet him—to have with him a talk up­on this sub­ject. This does not agree with any­thing sen­si­ble, it is too enor­mous and too im­prob­a­ble.”

			Be this as it may, the fail­ure of the op­er­a­tion was the on­ly hope which was left for cer­tain parts of the world to es­cape more ter­ri­ble de­struc­tion.

		
	
		
			What Had Been Done at Kilimanjaro During Eight Month of This Memorable Year

			The coun­try of Wa­ma­sai is sit­u­at­ed in the east­ern part of Cen­tral Africa, be­tween the coast of Zanz­ibar and the re­gions of the large lakes, where the Vic­to­ria Nyan­za and the Tan­ganiy­ka form a great in­te­ri­or ocean. The part best known is that which has been vis­it­ed by the En­glish­man John­ston, Count Teke­li and the Ger­man doc­tor Mey­er. This moun­tain­ous land is un­der the sovereign­ty of Sul­tan Bali-Bali, whose peo­ple con­sist of 30,000 or 40,000 Ne­groes.

			Three de­grees be­low the Equa­tor is sit­u­at­ed the chain of Kil­i­man­jaro, which here reach­es its great­est al­ti­tude. Among oth­er peaks is the Mount of Ki­bo, with an al­ti­tude of 5,704 me­tres. The im­por­tant ruler of this re­gion has un­der his dom­i­na­tion to­wards the south, north, and west the vast and fer­tile plains of Wa­ma­sai, which stretch from the lake of Vic­to­ria Nyan­za across the prov­ince of Mozam­bique.

			A few leagues be­low Kil­i­man­jaro is the small vil­lage of Kisongo, the reg­u­lar res­i­dence of the Sul­tan. This cap­i­tal is in re­al­i­ty on­ly a large ham­let. It is oc­cu­pied by a very in­tel­li­gent and in­dus­tri­ous peo­ple, who work them­selves as in­dus­tri­ous­ly as their slaves un­der the iron rule which Bali-Bali im­pos­es on them.

			This Sul­tan right­ly ranked as one of the most re­mark­able rulers of those peo­ple of Cen­tral Africa who try to es­cape the in­flu­ence, or more cor­rect­ly the dom­i­na­tion of Eng­land. At this cap­i­tal of Kisongo, Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and Capt. Nicholl ac­com­pa­nied by six men who were de­vot­ed to them, ar­rived in the first week of Jan­u­ary of the cur­rent year. On leav­ing the Unit­ed States, whence their de­par­ture was on­ly known to Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt, and J. T. Mas­ton, they had em­barked in New York for the Cape of Good Hope, whence a ves­sel trans­port­ed them to Zanz­ibar, on the is­land of the same name. There a bark se­cret­ly char­tered by the Sul­tan brought them to the port of Mom­bas, on the African bor­der on the oth­er side of the chan­nel. An es­cort sent by the Sul­tan wait­ed for them at this port, and af­ter a hard voy­age near­ly a hun­dred leagues across this ter­ri­ble re­gion, ob­struct­ed by forests, deep marsh­es, etc., they ar­rived at the roy­al res­i­dence. Af­ter know­ing the cal­cu­la­tions of J. T. Mas­ton, Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane had al­ready put him­self in com­mu­ni­ca­tion with Bali-Bali through the help of a Swedish ex­plor­er, who had passed sev­er­al years in this part of Africa. As the Sul­tan had be­come one of their most ar­dent ad­mir­ers since their trip to the moon, a trip whose rep­u­ta­tion had gone as far as these coun­tries, he had a great friend­ship for these coura­geous Yan­kees. With­out telling him for what pur­pose it was, Im­pey Bar­bi­cane had eas­i­ly ob­tained per­mis­sion from the Sul­tan to un­der­take im­por­tant works at the south­ern foot of Kil­i­man­jaro. In re­turn for a large sum, es­ti­mat­ed at $300,000, Bali-Bali had bound him­self to fur­nish them all the work­men nec­es­sary. In oth­er words, the cap­tain and his friends were au­tho­rized to do at Kil­i­man­jaro what­ev­er they liked to do. They could dis­pose of the large chain of moun­tains ac­cord­ing to their de­sires; they could tear them down if they liked, or they could take them away if they would be able to do so. In con­se­quence of these ar­range­ments, which the Sul­tan had made at his own fig­ure, the North Po­lar Prac­ti­cal As­so­ci­a­tion was as much pro­pri­etor of this coun­try as they al­ready were to the po­lar re­gion. The re­cep­tion which Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and Capt. Nicholl re­ceived at Kisongo was very cor­dial. Bali-Bali dis­played an ad­mi­ra­tion amount­ing to ado­ra­tion for these cel­e­brat­ed trav­ellers who had made this dan­ger­ous voy­age to reach the coun­try around the North Pole.

			He had in short an ex­tra­or­di­nary sym­pa­thy for the cre­ators of these mys­te­ri­ous op­er­a­tions which were go­ing to be ac­com­plished in his king­dom. He al­so promised them ab­so­lute se­cre­cy on his part as well as on the part of his peo­ple, whose co­op­er­a­tion was as­sured to them. Not a sin­gle Ne­gro who worked at their shop would be al­lowed to leave them for a sin­gle day un­der pain of the most se­vere pun­ish­ment. This is how this op­er­a­tion was veiled in mys­tery so that the most ac­tive and sharpest agents of Amer­i­ca and Eu­rope failed to pen­e­trate it. If it was fi­nal­ly dis­cov­ered it must have been that the Sul­tan mod­i­fied his se­vere rules af­ter the ac­com­plish­ment of the works and that there were traitors and bab­blers even amongst the Ne­groes. In this way Richard W. Trust, con­sul at Zanz­ibar, had re­ceived wind of what was go­ing on at Kil­i­man­jaro. But then at that date, the 13th of Sep­tem­ber, it was too late to stop Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane in the ac­com­plish­ment of his de­sign.

			And now, why had Bar­bi­cane & Co. cho­sen the Wa­ma­sai for the the­atre of their op­er­a­tions? First, be­cause the coun­try suit­ed them in re­gard to its ge­o­graph­i­cal sit­u­a­tion, as it was in a very lit­tle known part of Africa, and as it was very far from the ter­ri­to­ry usu­al­ly vis­it­ed by trav­ellers. Then, the mass of Kil­i­man­jaro of­fered them all the qual­i­ties of so­lid­i­ty and ma­te­ri­al nec­es­sary for their work. And, more­over, on the sur­face of this coun­try were found the raw ma­te­ri­als which they need­ed in a con­di­tion very easy to han­dle. A few months be­fore leav­ing the Unit­ed States Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane had learnt from the Swedish ex­plor­er that at the foot of Kil­i­man­jaro iron and coal were plen­ti­ful on the ground. No mines to dig in­to, no fields to ex­plore a thou­sand feet deep in the earth’s shell. Iron and coal were so plen­ti­ful even for this great un­der­tak­ing that they on­ly had to stoop down to pick it up. In oth­er words, there ex­ist­ed in the neigh­bor­hood of this moun­tain enor­mous fields of ni­trate of so­da and of iron pyrites, which were nec­es­sary for the man­u­fac­ture of me­limel­onite. Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and Capt. Nicholl had tak­en with them on­ly ten peo­ple, of whom they were ab­so­lute­ly sure, and no one else. These ten men had to su­per­vise the 10,000 Ne­groes put at their dis­pos­al by Bali-Bali, and to them was giv­en the task of man­u­fac­tur­ing the mon­ster can­non and its not less mon­ster pro­jec­tile. Two weeks af­ter the ar­rival of Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and his as­so­ciate at Wa­ma­sai three large work­shops were es­tab­lished at the south­ern foot of Kil­i­man­jaro, one for the can­non foundry, the sec­ond for the man­u­fac­ture of the pro­jec­tile, and the third for the man­u­fac­ture of the me­limel­onite.

			Now, first of all, how had Bar­bi­cane & Co. met the prob­lem of man­u­fac­tur­ing a can­non of such colos­sal di­men­sions? We will see and un­der­stand at the same time that the dif­fi­cul­ty of cre­at­ing such a de­vice was not eas­i­ly com­pre­hen­si­ble by the in­hab­i­tants of the world. In re­al­i­ty the mak­ing of a can­non a mil­lion times larg­er than that of twen­ty-sev­en cen­time­tres was a su­per­hu­man work. Al­ready great dif­fi­cul­ties had been met in the man­u­fac­ture of pieces of forty-two cen­time­tres di­am­e­ter, which would throw pro­jec­tiles of 780 ki­los with 274 kilo­grams of pow­der. Bar­bi­cane & Co. did not think of these dif­fi­cul­ties. It was not a can­non, not even a mor­tar, which they in­tend­ed to make, but sim­ply a gallery bored in the mas­sive rock of Kil­i­man­jaro—a shaft of a mine, if you wish to call it so.

			Ev­i­dent­ly this shaft of a mine, this enor­mous elon­gat­ed mine, could re­place a met­al can­non the fab­ri­ca­tion of which would have been as dear as dif­fi­cult and to which it would be nec­es­sary to give an un­wieldy thick­ness to avoid all risk of an ex­plo­sion. Bar­bi­cane & Co. had al­ways en­ter­tained the idea of op­er­at­ing in this man­ner, and if the note­book of J. T. Mas­ton men­tioned a can­non it was that of 27 cen­time­tres which had been used in the cal­cu­la­tions as a ba­sis. Con­se­quent­ly a spot was cho­sen at a height of a hun­dred feet on the south­ern slope of the chain. Noth­ing would be in the way of the pro­jec­tile when it would fly out of the mouth of this tun­nel bored in the mas­sive rock of Kil­i­man­jaro. It was with ex­treme pre­ci­sion and not with­out very hard work that the men could dig this gallery. But Bar­bi­cane & Co. could read­i­ly make per­fo­ra­tions with sim­ple ma­chines put in ac­tion by means of com­pressed air which was se­cured by us­ing the pow­er­ful falls of wa­ter from the moun­tains. In the holes bored through the head­ings of the shaft were placed charges of me­limel­onite. And noth­ing more was nec­es­sary than this vi­o­lent ex­plo­sive to shiv­er the rock, ex­treme­ly hard as it was.

			The thou­sands of work­men, led by their ten co­op­er­a­tors un­der the gen­er­al di­rec­tion of Bar­bi­cane & Co., la­bored with a great deal of zeal and in­tel­li­gence to bring the work to a speedy end. At the end of six months the shaft mea­sured 27 me­tres in di­am­e­ter and the lin­ing of it 6 me­tres in thick­ness. As it was ab­so­lute­ly nec­es­sary that the pro­jec­tile should glide through a bore per­fect­ly smooth the in­te­ri­or of it was cov­ered with a cast­ing ex­act­ly pre­pared. In re­al­i­ty this part of the work was very sim­i­lar to that of the cel­e­brat­ed Columbi­ad, of Moon City, which had sent the pro­jec­tile to the moon. But such work as this is im­pos­si­ble to the or­di­nary en­gi­neers of this world at present.

			As soon as the bor­ing was fin­ished the work­men pushed on with the work at the sec­ond work­shop.

			At the same time that this metal­lic lin­ing was be­ing made they were al­so em­ployed at mak­ing the enor­mous pro­jec­tile. For this op­er­a­tion it was nec­es­sary to ob­tain a cylin­dri­cal mass which would weigh 80,000,000 kilo­grams, or 180,000 tons. It must be un­der­stood that there was nev­er any idea of melt­ing this pro­jec­tile in one sin­gle piece. It had to be man­u­fac­tured in thou­sand-ton pieces, which would be hoist­ed one af­ter the oth­er in­to the shaft and put in place over the cham­ber where the me­limel­onite was stored. Af­ter hav­ing been joint­ed each to the oth­er, these pieces would form a com­pact whole, which would fit the sides of the tubu­lar lin­ing. In re­gard to the con­struc­tion of the mas­sive fur­naces to ef­fect the melt­ing of the met­al, there was met per­haps the great­est dif­fi­cul­ty. Ten fur­naces of ten me­tres each in height were at the end of a month in work­ing or­der and able to pro­duce each 180 tons per day. This would be 1,800 tons for twen­ty-four hours—180,000 tons af­ter 100 work­days.

			In re­gard to the third work­shop, made for the man­u­fac­ture of the me­limel­onite, the work was eas­i­ly done, but un­der such se­cret pre­cau­tions, that the com­po­si­tion of this ex­plo­sive it has not been pos­si­ble to state per­fect­ly. Ev­ery­thing went along splen­did­ly. It could not have been pos­si­ble to have met with more suc­cess in any fac­to­ry. One would hard­ly ex­pect to es­cape an ac­ci­dent of some sort on a three-hun­dred-thou­sand franc job. It is eas­i­ly un­der­stood that the Sul­tan was de­light­ed. He fol­lowed the op­er­a­tion with in­de­fati­ga­ble in­ter­est. And the pres­ence of His Majesty helped great­ly to make these Ne­groes work as hard as pos­si­ble. One day Bali-Bali asked what all these op­er­a­tions were go­ing on for. He re­ceived his re­ply from Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane: “It is a work,” said he, “which will change the face of the earth—a work which will bring the great­est glo­ry on the great­est Sul­tan of all the East­ern kings.”

			By the 29th of Au­gust the works were en­tire­ly fin­ished.

			The shaft was bored to the wished-for point. It was pro­vid­ed with a smooth bore of six me­tres di­am­e­ter. At the bot­tom of the shaft were placed the 2,000 tons of me­limel­onite; then came the pro­jec­tile 105 me­tres long. Af­ter de­duct­ing the space oc­cu­pied by the pow­der and pro­jec­tile there re­mained still 492 me­tres be­fore the muz­zle was reached, which se­cured all the ef­fect pos­si­ble by the re­coil pro­duced by the ex­pan­sion of the gas.

			Now, the first ques­tion which might come up was, would the pro­jec­tile de­vi­ate from the tra­jec­to­ry as­signed to it by the cal­cu­la­tions of J. T. Mas­ton? In no way, for the cal­cu­la­tions were ab­so­lute­ly cor­rect. They in­di­cat­ed to what ex­tent the pro­jec­tile would de­vi­ate to the east of the merid­i­an of Kil­i­man­jaro be­cause of the ro­ta­tion of the earth on its ax­is, and what would be the form of the curve which it would de­scribe be­cause of its enor­mous ini­tial ve­loc­i­ty. Sec­ond­ly, would it be vis­i­ble dur­ing its course? No, be­cause in go­ing out of the shaft it would be thrown in the shad­ow of the earth and it could not be seen, for in con­se­quence of its low tra­jec­to­ry it would have a very sharp an­gle of ve­loc­i­ty com­pared with the earth’s course. In fact, Bar­bi­cane and Capt. Nicholl could well be proud of their work, which had so far suc­ceed­ed in its ev­ery de­tail. Why was J. T. Mas­ton not there to watch this great op­er­a­tion, found­ed on the fig­ur­ing which he had done? And who was it that kept him so far away, so very far, when this ter­ri­ble det­o­na­tion would wake the echoes as far as the fur­ther­most hori­zon of Africa?

			Think­ing of him, his two as­so­ciates did not know that the Sec­re­tary had been com­pelled to keep away from Bal­lis­tic Cot­tage af­ter hav­ing got out of prison and hid­den him­self in a safe place away from the sav­age peo­ple. They did not know to what ex­tent in­dig­na­tion had been roused against the en­gi­neer of the N.P.P.A. They did not know that they, too, would have been burnt or hanged and tor­tured to death if it had been pos­si­ble to have reached them. Re­al­ly, they ought to have been glad that at the mo­ment when the shoot­ing would take place they would on­ly be salut­ed by the cries of this Ne­gro peo­ple of East­ern Africa, “Well, at last!” said Capt. Nicholl to Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane, when on the 22nd of Sep­tem­ber they were stand­ing be­fore their fin­ished work. “Yes, at last,” said Im­pey Bar­bi­cane. “What a chance it was that placed at our dis­po­si­tion this ad­mirable me­limel­onite!” said Capt. Nicholl. “Which will make you the most il­lus­tri­ous per­son on the earth, Nicholl.” “With­out doubt, Bar­bi­cane,” mod­est­ly an­swered Capt. Nicholl. “But do you know how much it would have been nec­es­sary to dig out Kil­i­man­jaro if we on­ly had gun­cot­ton equal to that which threw our pro­jec­tile to the moon?”

			“How much, Nicholl?”

			“One hun­dred and eighty gal­leries, Bar­bi­cane.”

			“Well, we would have digged them, Cap­tain.”

			“And 180 pro­jec­tiles of 180,000 tons.”

			“We would have melt­ed them, Nicholl.”

			It was use­less to ex­pect rea­son­able con­ver­sa­tion be­tween two per­sons of this type. But af­ter they made the trip to the moon, what would they not be ca­pa­ble of? On the very same evening on­ly a few hours be­fore the minute when the gun was to be fired, and while Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and Capt. Nicholl were con­grat­u­lat­ing them­selves, Al­cide Pierdeux, clos­et­ed in his stu­dio at Bal­ti­more, ut­tered a cry of hur­rah! as if he were crazy.

			Then, sud­den­ly get­ting up from the ta­ble, which was cov­ered with fig­ures and cal­cu­la­tions, he cried out:

			“Ah! What a fool Mas­ton is!—what a stupid fel­low! His whole prob­lem will go in the soup! Christo­pher Colum­bus! Why did I not see this be­fore? If I on­ly knew where he was at this mo­ment I would in­vite him to have sup­per with me and to sip a glass of cham­pagne at the very mo­ment when they are go­ing to fire off the gun.”

			And af­ter these and many ex­cla­ma­tions which he gen­er­al­ly used in play­ing whist he said: “Oh, the old fool! With­out a doubt he must have been dull when he made his cal­cu­la­tions for this af­fair of Kil­i­man­jaro. He will find it very nec­es­sary to make an­oth­er. Oh, what a fool with his can­non!”

		
	
		
			In Which the Population of Wamasai Assemble to Hear President Barbicane Say ‘Fire’ to Capt. Nicholl

			It was in the evening of the 22nd of Sep­tem­ber, that mem­o­rable date which pub­lic opin­ion cred­it­ed with an in­flu­ence as un­lucky as that of the 1st of Jan­u­ary of the year 1000. Twelve hours af­ter the sun had passed the merid­i­an of Kil­i­man­jaro, that is at mid­night, Capt. Nicholl was to touch off the ter­ri­ble can­non.

			Kil­i­man­jaro be­ing 35 de­grees east of the merid­i­an of Paris, and Bal­ti­more 79 de­grees east of said merid­i­an, there was a dif­fer­ence of 114 de­grees be­tween these two places, or 456 min­utes in time, or 7 hours and 36 min­utes. So the ex­act mo­ment at which the shoot­ing would take place would be 5 hours and 24 min­utes post merid­i­an in that great city of Mary­land. The weath­er was mag­nif­i­cent. The sun had just gone down on the plains of Wa­ma­sai, be­hind a hori­zon of per­fect pu­ri­ty. It was im­pos­si­ble to wish for a pret­ti­er night, one more calm or star­ry, in which to throw the pro­jec­tile across space. Not a cloud would be mixed with the ar­ti­fi­cial va­pors de­vel­oped by the de­fla­gra­tion of the me­limel­onite.

			Who knows, per­haps Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and Capt. Nicholl re­gret­ted that they were not able to get in­to the pro­jec­tile. In the first sec­ond they would have trav­elled 2,800 kilo­me­tres. Sul­tan Bali-Bali, with the great per­son­ages of his court, that is, his Fi­nance Min­is­ters and his Min­is­ters of Pub­lic Works, to­geth­er with the Black Brigade, who had helped in the great work, were all as­sem­bled to watch the dif­fer­ent steps of the shoot­ing.

			But, with great pre­cau­tion, they had all tak­en a po­si­tion three kilo­me­tres from the shaft bored in the Kil­i­man­jaro, so that they would have noth­ing to fear from the con­cus­sion of the air.

			Sev­er­al thou­sand na­tives, de­put­ed from Kisongo and neigh­bor­ing States in the south of the prov­ince, by the or­ders of the Sul­tan, were present to wit­ness this splen­did spec­ta­cle. A wire was stretched, con­nect­ing an elec­tric bat­tery to the touch-hole of the shaft, ready to send the cur­rent and start the de­fla­gra­tion of the me­limel­onite. As a pre­lim­i­nary an ex­cel­lent meal had been served at the ta­ble of the Sul­tan for his Amer­i­can guests and the per­sons of his court, all at the ex­pense of Bali-Bali, who did ev­ery­thing very grand­ly as long as he was re­im­bursed by the mem­bers of the firm of Bar­bi­cane & Co.

			It was 11 o’clock when this feast, com­menced at 7:30, was fin­ished, and at the end of it the Sul­tan pro­posed a toast to the en­gi­neers of the N.P.P.A. and to the suc­cess of their great en­ter­prise. An hour yet, and the change in the ge­o­graph­i­cal and cli­mat­ic con­di­tions of the earth would be ac­com­plished.

			Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane, his as­so­ciate, and his ten helpers took their places around the can­non, to the in­te­ri­or of which ran the wire of the elec­tric bat­tery. Bar­bi­cane with his chronome­ter in his hand count­ed the min­utes, and nev­er in his life did they seem so long to him. The min­utes seemed not mere­ly years but cen­turies. At ten min­utes be­fore mid­night Capt. Nicholl and Bar­bi­cane ap­proached the key which put the elec­tric thread in com­mu­ni­ca­tion with the shaft of Kil­i­man­jaro. The Sul­tan, his court and the crowd of na­tives formed an im­mense cir­cle around the can­non. It was im­por­tant that the shoot­ing should take place at the ex­act mo­ment in­di­cat­ed in the cal­cu­la­tions of J. T. Mas­ton—that is, at the mo­ment when the sun would cut that equinoc­tial line which it would nev­er leave again in its ap­par­ent or­bit around the earth. Five min­utes to twelve, four min­utes, three min­utes, two min­utes, one minute to twelve—

			Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane watched the hands of his chronome­ter, light­ed by a lantern which was held by one of his helpers, while Capt. Nicholl, his fin­ger on the but­ton of the ap­pa­ra­tus, was ready to con­nect the cir­cuit of elec­tric­i­ty.

			Twen­ty sec­onds, ten sec­onds, five sec­onds, one sec­ond. Not the slight­est tremor could be not­ed in the hand of the im­pas­sive Nicholl. His part­ner and him­self were no more ex­cit­ed than, at the mo­ment when they wait­ed, sit­ting in the pro­jec­tile, for the Columbi­ad to fire them to the re­gions of the moon.

			“Fire,” or­dered Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane.

			At this mo­ment Capt. Nicholl pressed the but­ton. A ter­ri­ble det­o­na­tion fol­lowed, the echoes of which spread to the fur­thest cor­ners of the prov­ince of Wa­ma­sai. A sharp whis­tle passed the crowd, a ter­ri­ble rush of air, caused by the mil­liards of mil­liards of mea­sures of gas, made by the in­stan­ta­neous de­fla­gra­tions of the 2,000 tons of me­limel­onite. It might be de­scribed as one of those me­te­ors in which all the vi­o­lence of na­ture is ac­cu­mu­lat­ed sweep­ing across the earth. The ef­fect could not have been more ter­ri­ble if all the can­nons of the whole globe had been joined to­geth­er with all the thun­der­bolts of heav­en and all had unit­ed in one grand re­port.

		
	
		
			In Which J. T. Maston Regrets That the Crowd Did Not Lynch Him When He Was in Prison

			The cap­i­tals of two worlds, the largest cities as well as the small­er ones, stood wait­ing ter­ror-strick­en. Thanks to the jour­nals which had pub­lished the news broad­cast over the world, ev­ery­one knew the pre­cise hour at which the shoot­ing would take place and the lo­cal hour which cor­re­spond­ed with that of Kil­i­man­jaro, sit­u­at­ed 35 de­grees east, al­low­ing for the dif­fer­ence of lon­gi­tude.

			A few of the prin­ci­pal cities, the sun trav­el­ling a de­gree in four min­utes were as fol­lows:

			At Paris, 9:40 p.m.

			At St. Pe­ters­burg, 11:31 p.m.

			At Lon­don, 9:30 p.m.

			At Rome, 10:20 p.m.

			At Madrid, 9:15 p.m.

			At Berlin, 11:20 p.m.

			At Con­stantino­ple, 11:26 p.m.

			At Cal­cut­ta, 3:04 a.m.

			At Nanking, 5:05 a.m.

			At Bal­ti­more, it was said, twelve hours af­ter the pas­sage of the sun of the merid­i­an of Kil­i­man­jaro, it was 5:24 p.m. It is im­pos­si­ble to de­scribe the pangs which were pro­duced at this mo­ment. The most pow­er­ful of mod­ern pens would be help­less at the task. The peo­ple of Bal­ti­more stood fear­ing that they would be swept off the sur­face of the earth by the ter­ri­ble mass of wa­ter which would fall on their city. They ex­pect­ed to see the Bay of Chesa­peake emp­ty it­self up­on them. Then, be­sides, the city, even should the wa­ters not come up­on it, would be ter­ri­bly shak­en up by the shock which would be pro­duced. The mon­u­ments would be de­stroyed; its best quar­ters swal­lowed up at the bot­tom of the abysses which would open through the sur­face of the ground. These fears ran through the dif­fer­ent parts of the globe which were not sched­uled for sub­mer­sion by the up­heaval of the oceans.

			Ev­ery hu­man be­ing felt the mar­row in his bones creep and shake at this fear­ful mo­ment.

			Yes, all trem­bled, all save one per­son, and that one was the en­gi­neer Al­cide Pierdeux. As he had not had time to make known to the pub­lic the dis­cov­er­ies which he had made by means of his last cal­cu­la­tions, he drank a bumper of cham­pagne to the health of both worlds in the café of one of the best known ho­tels. Just as the twen­ty-fourth minute af­ter 5 o’clock, cor­re­spond­ing with mid­night at Kil­i­man­jaro, was reached—

			At Bal­ti­more, noth­ing.

			At Lon­don, Paris, Con­stantino­ple, Berlin, noth­ing, not the least shock.

			Mr. John Milne, stand­ing in his coal mine at Shamokui with a seis­mome­ter which he had ar­ranged there, did not note the least ab­nor­mal move­ment in the earth’s shell in this part of the globe. In Bal­ti­more the heav­ens were cloudy and it was im­pos­si­ble to note in the ap­par­ent move­ment of the stars any de­range­ment which would have in­di­cat­ed the change in the earth’s ax­is.

			What a night J. T. Mas­ton passed in his place of safe­ty which was un­known to all save Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt! He was be­side him­self, this vi­sion­ary en­gi­neer. He could not rest in his place of hid­ing. He seemed to have grown old in one day and looked sharply out to see if the dai­ly course of the sun was mod­i­fied. This would have been a cer­tain proof of the suc­cess of his work. This change could not be seen even on the morn­ing of the 23rd of Sep­tem­ber, be­cause at this date the star in­vari­ably ris­es in the east for all points of the globe. The next day the sun trav­elled over the hori­zon the same as it had al­ways done.

			The Eu­ro­pean del­e­gates had as­sem­bled on the plat­form of their ho­tel. They had by their side in­stru­ments of ex­treme pre­ci­sion which would en­able them to note if the sun took a course in the di­rec­tion of the equa­tor.

			Well, noth­ing changed. A few min­utes af­ter the ris­ing of the sun the great disc in­clined away to­wards the Aus­tralian hemi­sphere. Noth­ing was changed in its ap­par­ent course.

			Ma­jor Donel­lan and his as­so­ciates salut­ed the heav­en­ly torch with en­thu­si­as­tic hur­rahs, and gave it a re­cep­tion like a fa­vorite star in the the­atre. The heav­ens were in su­perb con­di­tion, the hori­zon free from the va­pors of the night, nev­er did the great sun-god present a more beau­ti­ful as­pect in such splen­did con­di­tion be­fore the as­ton­ished pub­lic. “And pre­cise­ly at the place marked by the laws of as­tron­o­my,” said Er­ic Balde­nak.

			“Yes by our old as­tron­o­my,” said Boris Karkof, “and these fools pre­tend­ed to de­stroy it.”

			“Well, they will have their ex­pens­es to pay and ridicule to en­dure be­sides,” added Jacques Jansen, by whose voice Hol­land seemed to speak all alone.

			“And the Arc­tic re­gions will eter­nal­ly stay un­der the ice as they have dis­cov­ered,” said Prof. Jan Har­ald.

			“Hur­rah for the sun,” said Ma­jor Donel­lan. “Such as it is, it has been and al­ways will be suf­fi­cient for our earth.”

			“Hur­rah, hur­rah,” re­peat­ed in sin­gle voice the rep­re­sen­ta­tives of old Eu­rope. At this mo­ment Dean Toodrink, who had not said any­thing so far, made this very cau­tious re­mark:

			But per­haps they did not shoot yet.

			“Not shoot yet,” said the Ma­jor. “Heav­en grant that they have fired off the can­non twice rather than once.”

			And that was ex­act­ly what J. T. Mas­ton and Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt were say­ing.

			The wise and the ig­no­rant were unit­ed this time by the log­ic of the sit­u­a­tion. Even Al­cide Pierdeux re­peat­ed it, and added: “Even if they did shoot, what is the dif­fer­ence? The earth will not stop waltz­ing on its old ax­is and turn­ing as it used to do.”

			In fact no one knew what had hap­pened at Kil­i­man­jaro. But at the close of the day an an­swer came to the ques­tion which was en­gross­ing the at­ten­tion of mankind.

			A ca­ble­gram ar­rived in the Unit­ed States, and here is what this dis­patch, sent by Richard W. Trust, Con­sul at Zanz­ibar, con­tained:

			
				
					“Zanz­ibar, Sept. 23, 7:25 a.m.

				
				“To John S. Wright, Min­is­ter of State:—The can­non was fired off yes­ter­day evening at mid­night ex­act­ly by the de­vice bored in the south­ern part of Kil­i­man­jaro. Pas­sage of the pro­jec­tile was ac­com­pa­nied with a pow­er­ful whirr and ter­ri­ble det­o­na­tion. Whole prov­inces de­stroyed by the con­cus­sion of the air. Ocean ag­i­tat­ed as far as the Mozam­bique chan­nel. A large num­ber of ves­sels dis­abled and thrown on the coast. Towns and vil­lages de­stroyed. Ev­ery­thing else is well.

				
					“Richard W. Trust”

				
			

			Yes, ev­ery­thing else went on well. Noth­ing had been changed in the state of world­ly af­fairs save the ter­ri­ble dis­as­ters pro­duced in Wa­ma­sai, which was part­ly del­uged by the ar­ti­fi­cial wa­ter­spout, and the ship­wrecks which were pro­duced by the cur­rent of air. The same thing pre­cise­ly hap­pened when the Columbi­ad threw its pro­jec­tile to the moon. The shock to the ground of Flor­i­da, was it not felt through a ra­dius of 100 miles? Yes, cer­tain­ly, but this time the ef­fect should have been a hun­dred times stronger.

			What­ev­er had hap­pened the dis­patch gave two pieces of in­for­ma­tion to the in­ter­est­ed peo­ple of the old and new worlds.

			First—That the enor­mous can­non had been erect­ed in the flank of Kil­i­man­jaro.

			Sec­ond—That the gun had been fired at the fixed hour. And now, the whole world ut­tered an ex­cla­ma­tion of in­tense sat­is­fac­tion, fol­lowed by a great burst of laugh­ter.

			The tri­al which Bar­bi­cane & Co. had made had en­tire­ly failed. The cal­cu­la­tions of J. T. Mas­ton were good on­ly for the waste bas­ket. The N.P.P.A. could on­ly an­nounce its fail­ure. But, per­haps, it might be that the sec­re­tary of the Gun Club had made a mis­take in his cal­cu­la­tions.

			“Rather would I be­lieve that I have been mis­tak­en in the af­fec­tion which I feel for him,” said Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt.

			But be­yond all, the most dis­con­tent­ed hu­man be­ing was J. T. Mas­ton. When he saw that noth­ing had been changed in the move­ment of the earth, that the con­di­tions re­mained pre­cise­ly the same as they were since the cre­ation, he hoped that some ac­ci­dent had pre­vent­ed the suc­cess of Bar­bi­cane & Co., and that his as­so­ciates had met with some dis­as­ter.

			But there was the ca­ble­gram from Zanz­ibar which stat­ed with­out a doubt that the op­er­a­tion had tak­en place.

			Failed!! And what of the for­mu­las and cal­cu­la­tions on which he had spent so much time? Is it pos­si­ble that a cylin­der 600 me­tres long, 27 me­tres wide, throw­ing a pro­jec­tile of 180,000 kilo­grams, with the de­fla­gra­tion of 200 tons of me­limel­onite, with an ini­tial ve­loc­i­ty of 2,800 kilo­me­tres, would not be suf­fi­cient to move the earth­ly ax­is? It did not seem prob­a­ble.

			But why?

			So J. T. Mas­ton, in a state of vi­o­lent ex­cite­ment, de­clared that he would quit his re­treat. Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt tried in vain to pre­vent it. Not that she feared for his life, as all dan­ger of that sort had passed. But the in­sults which he would have to bear, the jokes which would be cracked about him, the re­marks which would be made in re­gard to his work—she want­ed to spare him from these. And then, more­over, what would his as­so­ciates of the Gun Club say? Did they not have to thank this man for the want of suc­cess of their op­er­a­tion and for mak­ing them ridicu­lous? Was he not the man who had fig­ured out the whole af­fair and on whose shoul­ders rest­ed all the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty?

			J. T. Mas­ton would not lis­ten to any­one. He re­sist­ed the beg­ging and tears of Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt. He went out of the house where he had kept him­self hid­ing. He was rec­og­nized, and those who had trem­bled for fear of the con­se­quences of his work now took re­venge by jok­ing and laugh­ing at him, and this in many thou­sand dif­fer­ent ways. He was forced to lis­ten to jeer­ing re­marks, even from the street gamins. “Ah,” they shout­ed, “here he is who want­ed to change the ax­is of the earth, who want­ed to dis­cov­er coal mines around the North Pole, who even want­ed to re­move it.” In short, the Sec­re­tary of the Gun Club was com­pelled to re­turn to the man­sion of Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt, who used all her wealth of ten­der­ness to con­sole him. It was in vain, how­ev­er. J. T. Mas­ton could not be con­soled, as his can­non had pro­duced up­on the earth’s sphere no more ef­fect than a sim­ple pop­gun would have done. A fort­night went by in this way, and the world re­sumed its dai­ly rou­tine and did not even think any longer of the projects of the N.P.P.A.

			A fort­night and no news yet from Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and Capt. Nicholl. Had they per­ished by the dis­charge in the land of Wa­ma­sai? Had they sac­ri­ficed their lives in the most mys­te­ri­ous op­er­a­tion of mod­ern times? No.

			Af­ter the det­o­na­tion both were over­thrown along with the Sul­tan arid his court, and a thou­sand na­tives in one grand tum­ble, but they all got up af­ter a lit­tle time strong and hearty.

			“Did you suc­ceed?” asked Bali-Bali, rub­bing his shoul­der.

			“Do you doubt it?”

			“Me doubt it?”

			“But when will you know?”

			“In a few days,” said Bar­bi­cane.

			Did he ap­pre­ci­ate that the op­er­a­tion had failed? Per­haps. But he nev­er would have ac­knowl­edged it be­fore the Sul­tan at Wa­ma­sai.

			Forty-eight hours lat­er the two part­ners had tak­en leave of Wa­ma­sai, not, how­ev­er, be­fore hav­ing paid an enor­mous sum for the dam­age done to the coun­try. As this amount of mon­ey went in­to the pri­vate purse of the Sul­tan, and as his sub­jects did not re­ceive one cent of it, he had no rea­son to com­plain of the op­er­a­tion.

			Then the two as­so­ciates, fol­lowed by their ten helpers, reached Zanz­ibar, where they found a ves­sel to take them to Suez. From there un­der false names the steam­er Mor­ris brought them to Mar­seilles; then they took the train to Paris, where they ar­rived with­out hav­ing had any col­li­sion or ac­ci­dent, and tak­ing the rail­road to Havre they ar­rived in time to go to Amer­i­ca by the Bour­gogne of the Transat­lantic line. In twen­ty-two days they made the trip from Wa­ma­sai to New York, and on the 15th day of Oc­to­ber the two knocked at the door of the man­sion of New Park, at three min­utes past noon. An in­stant af­ter­wards they found them­selves in the pres­ence of Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt and J. T. Mas­ton.

		
	
		
			In Which This Story, as Truthful as It Is Improbable, Is Finished

			“Bar­bi­cane!!! Nicholl!!”

			“Mas­ton.”

			“You.”

			“We.”

			And in this plu­ral pro­noun, ut­tered si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly by the two as­so­ciates in a sin­gle voice, might be heard a flood of irony and re­proach­es.

			J. T. Mas­ton pressed his iron hook on his fore­head. Then, with a voice which seemed to stick in his throat, he said:

			“Did your shaft at Kil­i­man­jaro re­al­ly have a di­am­e­ter of twen­ty-sev­en me­tres?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“Did your pro­jec­tile re­al­ly weigh 180,000,000 of kilo­grams?”

			“Yes.”

			“And was the shoot­ing re­al­ly done with 2,000 pounds of me­limel­onite?”

			“Yes.”

			This thrice-re­peat­ed “yes” fell on J. T. Mas­ton like mass­es of stone on his head.

			“Then I can on­ly con­clude”—said he.

			“What?” asked Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane.

			“As fol­lows,” said J. T. Mas­ton. “As the op­er­a­tion did not suc­ceed, the pow­der did not give to the pro­jec­tile an ini­tial ve­loc­i­ty of 2,800 kilo­me­tres.”

			“Re­al­ly?” said Capt. Nicholl, with a tone of sar­casm.

			“Yes, your me­limel­onite is good on­ly to charge pis­tols of straw.”

			Capt. Nicholl sprang up at this re­mark, which was an out­ra­geous in­sult to him.

			“Mas­ton!” said he.

			“Nicholl!”

			“You ought to be blown up with the me­limel­onite.”

			“No, gun cot­ton; that is more sure.”

			Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt had to in­ter­fere and cool these two en­raged gun­ners down.

			“Gen­tle­men,” said she, be­tween as­so­ciates.

			“And any­how,” Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane re­sumed, with a very calm ex­pres­sion, “what is the good of crim­i­na­tions? It is cer­tain that the cal­cu­la­tions of our friend, J. T. Mas­ton, were cor­rect, as it is cer­tain that the ex­plo­sive of our friend Nicholl had suf­fi­cient pow­er. Yes, we have on­ly em­ployed known quan­ti­ties of sci­ence. We lacked ex­pe­ri­ence. Why did we fail? Per­haps we may nev­er know.”

			“Well,” said the Sec­re­tary of the Gun Club, “we will com­mence all over again.” “And the mon­ey then which has been spent for this op­er­a­tion is a dead loss,” ob­served Capt. Nicholl.

			“But pub­lic opin­ion,” said Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt, “would not al­low you a sec­ond tri­al.”

			“What will be­come of our Arc­tic re­gion?” said Capt. Nicholl. “Where will the stock of the N.P.P.A. fall to?” said Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane. Well, it had al­ready fall­en so far that the stock was of­fered at the price of old pa­per.

			This, then, was the re­sult of the gi­gan­tic op­er­a­tion. This was the mem­o­rable fi­as­co to which the su­per­hu­man projects of Bar­bi­cane & Co. had led.

			If ev­er en­gi­neers, un­lucky en­gi­neers were laughed at in pub­lic, if ev­er the news­pa­per made draw­ings, songs, and para­graphs not at all flat­ter­ing to the peo­ple men­tioned in them, this oc­ca­sion ex­ceed­ed them all. Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane, the Di­rec­tors of the new So­ci­ety and their as­so­ciates of the Gun Club were uni­ver­sal­ly sneered at. In ev­ery lan­guage they were made ridicu­lous, and to make it eas­i­er to the whole pop­u­la­tion of the world to read the scorn­ful ar­ti­cles were print­ed in “Vola­puk.” In Eu­rope, es­pe­cial­ly, all the re­marks and songs to make the per­sons of the N.P.P.A. ridicu­lous were spread broad­cast. The great­est hit was made by a French­man, who com­posed a bal­lad which was sung in ev­ery con­cert hall of France and Amer­i­ca. But will we nev­er know to what the fail­ure of this en­ter­prise was due? Did this fail­ure prove that the op­er­a­tion was im­pos­si­ble of re­al­iza­tion; that the pow­ers at the dis­pos­al of mankind would nev­er be suf­fi­cient to bring about a change in the earth’s move­ment? Did it prove that the coun­try around the North Pole would nev­er be re­moved to those re­gions where the sun and heat would melt the ice with­out hu­man help?

			In­for­ma­tion on this sub­ject came a few days af­ter the re­turn of Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and Capt. Nicholl to the Unit­ed States. A very sim­ple para­graph ap­peared in the Times of the 17th of Oc­to­ber. Here is the ar­ti­cle:

			
				“We all know that the re­sult of the op­er­a­tion to cre­ate a new ax­is has been noth­ing. How­ev­er, the cal­cu­la­tions of J. T. Mas­ton, found­ed on es­tab­lished facts, would have pro­duced the de­sired re­sult if through an un­ex­plain­able slip an er­ror had not been em­braced in them from the be­gin­ning. When the cel­e­brat­ed sec­re­tary of the Gun Club took for a ba­sis of his cal­cu­la­tions the cir­cum­fer­ence of the earth’s sphere, he fig­ured it at 40,000 me­tres in place of 40,000,000 me­tres, and to which the fail­ing of the op­er­a­tion is due.

				“Where could such an er­ror come from? Who could have pro­voked it? … How could such a re­mark­able cal­cu­la­tor com­mit such an er­ror?

				“It is cer­tain that had the prob­lem of the mod­i­fi­ca­tion of the earth’s ax­is been cor­rect­ly fig­ured, it would have had been ex­act­ly solved. But this for­get­ting of three ze­ros has made a change at the end of the cal­cu­la­tion of twelve naughts.

				“It is not a can­non one mil­lion times larg­er than that of twen­ty-sev­en cen­time­tres, which was nec­es­sary. A tril­lion of these can­nons throw­ing a tril­lion pro­jec­tiles of 80,000 tons each would be nec­es­sary to dis­place the North Pole, ad­mit­ting that the me­limel­onite had the ex­pan­sive pow­er which had been at­trib­uted to it by Capt. Nicholl.

				“There­fore the whole shock un­der the con­di­tions un­der which it was pro­duced has dis­placed the North Pole on­ly three-thou­sandths of a milime­ter, and has on­ly changed the lev­el of the ocean at the most nine-thou­sandths of three-thou­sandths of a milime­tre. In re­gard to the pro­jec­tile fired, it will be a small plan­et, and will be­long in fu­ture to the so­lar sys­tem, sus­tained by so­lar at­trac­tion.

				
					“Al­cide Pierdeux”

				
			

			So this want of at­ten­tion on the part of J. T. Mas­ton at the be­gin­ning of his cal­cu­la­tions had pro­duced such a hu­mil­i­at­ing re­sult for his Com­pa­ny.

			But even if his as­so­ciates were very an­gry against him, if ev­ery­body laughed and joked at him, it is on­ly fair to state in his fa­vor that this mis­take which had wrecked the op­er­a­tion had spared the world a ter­ri­ble catas­tro­phe.

			A flood of tele­grams and let­ters ar­rived from all parts of the world con­grat­u­lat­ing J. T. Mas­ton on his mis­take of three naughts. J. T. Mas­ton, more down­heart­ed and crushed than ev­er, would not lis­ten to the hur­rahs which the world now ut­tered for him. Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane, Capt. Nicholl, Tom Hunter, with wood­en legs; Col. Blooms­ber­ry, the gay Bils­by, and his as­so­ciates would nev­er par­don him. But Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt she could not be an­gry with him, most ex­cel­lent la­dy.

			J. T. Mas­ton had be­gun to do his cal­cu­la­tions over again, re­fus­ing to ad­mit that he was wrong at that point.

			He was, how­ev­er; the En­gi­neer Al­cide Pierdeux had not made a mis­take. Hav­ing learnt his er­ror at the last mo­ment, when he had no time to make it known, he had re­mained per­fect­ly com­posed among all the fright and ter­ror of those about him. That was why he pro­posed a toast in cham­pagne at the mo­ment when the shoot­ing was tak­ing place in the Old World. Yes, in­deed, three naughts had been for­got­ten in the cir­cum­fer­ence of the earth. Sud­den­ly J. T. Mas­ton re­mem­bered the whole mat­ter.

			It was at the be­gin­ning of his work when he had shut him­self up in the “Bal­lis­tic Cot­tage,” and writ­ten the num­ber 40,000,000 on his black­board. At that mo­ment the elec­tric bell be­gan to ring with great force. J. T. Mas­ton went to the phone. He ex­changed a few words with Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt. Sud­den­ly a ter­ri­ble stroke of light­ning from the storm through the tele­phone knocked over his black­board and him­self. He got up, com­menced to write over again the num­bers which had been half rubbed out on his black­board. He had just writ­ten the num­bers 40,000 when the tele­phone rang for the sec­ond time. He went again to lis­ten to Mme. Scor­bitt, and when he did be­gin his work he for­got to put on the last three naughts of the earth’s cir­cum­fer­ence.

			It was the fault of Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt. If she had not in­ter­rupt­ed him he would not have been thrown on the floor by the shock from the tele­phone. He would not have no­ticed any­thing of light­ning and thun­der, and all his mass of fig­ures and cal­cu­la­tions would not have end­ed in a mis­take.

			What a ter­ri­ble blow it was to this un­hap­py la­dy when J. T. Mas­ton was com­pelled to tell her the cir­cum­stances which had pro­duced the mis­take! Yes, she was the cause of the dis­as­ter. It was on her ac­count that J. T. Mas­ton found him­self dis­hon­ored through the long years which he had yet to live, as near­ly ev­ery mem­ber of the Gun Club usu­al­ly lived to the age of a hun­dred years.

			Af­ter this con­ver­sa­tion at New Park, J. T. Mas­ton had gone away from the man­sion. He went back to his Bal­lis­tic Cot­tage and walked in­to his study mut­ter­ing to him­self: “Well, now I am not good for any­thing any more in this world.”

			“Not even good enough to get mar­ried,” said a bro­ken voice at his el­bow.

			It was that of Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt. Ab­so­lute­ly crushed and heart­bro­ken, she had fol­lowed him.

			“Dear Mas­ton”—she be­gan.

			“Well, yes,” said he, “but on­ly un­der one con­di­tion—that I shall nev­er make any math­e­mat­i­cal cal­cu­la­tions.”

			“My dear friend, I have a hor­ror of them,” an­swered the ex­cel­lent wid­ow.

			Thus it hap­pened that the Sec­re­tary of the Gun Club made Mrs. Evan­geli­na Scor­bitt Mrs. J. T. Mas­ton.

			In re­gard to the ar­ti­cle of Al­cide Pierdeux, we might say that it brought him in­to great celebri­ty and rep­u­ta­tion.

			It was trans­lat­ed in­to all lan­guages, print­ed in ev­ery pa­per, and thus his name be­came known all over the world. The fa­ther of his old sweet­heart had re­fused him his daugh­ter’s hand, af­ter telling him that he could not give him his daugh­ter, as he was too smart. But now, af­ter hav­ing read this ar­ti­cle and be­ing un­able to un­der­stand it with­out any help, he be­gan to feel sor­ry and know bet­ter. He sent him an in­vi­ta­tion to dine with him and his daugh­ter.

		
	
		
			Very Short, Since Enough Has Been Said to Make the World’s Population Feel Perfectly Sure Again

			And now the in­hab­i­tants of the world could again be per­fect­ly easy. Pres­i­dent Bar­bi­cane and Capt. Nicholl will not again be­gin that en­ter­prise so woe­ful­ly mis­car­ried, J. T. Mas­ton will not again fig­ure out any cal­cu­la­tions, how­ev­er free from mis­takes. The ar­ti­cle of Al­cide Pierdeux has told the truth. What the law of me­chan­ics proves to us is that to pro­duce a dis­place­ment of the ax­is of 23 de­grees and 28 min­utes, even with the me­limel­onite, a tril­lion can­nons sim­i­lar to the one which had been bored in­to the cliff of Kil­i­man­jaro would be nec­es­sary. But our whole sphere, bored over its whole sur­face, is too small to ac­com­mo­date them. There­fore the in­hab­i­tants of the earth may sleep in peace. To mod­i­fy the con­di­tions in which the earth is mov­ing is be­yond the ef­forts of hu­man­i­ty. It is not meet that mere hu­man­i­ty should change any­thing in the or­der es­tab­lished by our Cre­ator in the sys­tem of the uni­verse.
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